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PREFACE. 



Dear Readers, 

In complying with the often preferred request of the 
many kind friends by whom it has always been my happy lot 
to be surrounded, that I would publish a volume of my 
homely songs, I trust that while gratifying my present circle 
of acquaintance, I may have the pleasure of making a much 
larger one through the medium of my Fireside Lays. 

Believe me, dear Readers, 

Affectionately yours, 

SARAH LOUISA MOORE, 
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THE JOURNEY OF LIFE. 

Though life's journey may be drear}', 
And its sunny days seem few, 

Much there is that's bright and cheery, 
Much that doth our strength renew. 

Trouble may be sore distressing, 
Pain and sickness may assail, 

But far more of joy and blessing 
Do in all our lives prevail. 

Oftentimes when hearts are bending 
Low beneath a weight of woe. 

Angel bands their steps attending 
Guard them ever as they go. 

Then it is that Jesus speaketh 
In His matchless tones of love, 

And in tender mercy seeketh 
To attract the soul above. 

Pilgrims, each our burdens bearing. 

Tired often, and footsore. 
We the blessed goal are nearing — 

Soon the journey will be o'er. 
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Lei OCT beatrs be br^ine £3i ^rrrcss 
Let us aec ccr brme ^irri soni:. 



JesaK wiZ re^cooe ro see 125 

When widi mekrccae He i«»nes us 
In die i:!-ai:io2> bocne abciwe: 



There wiZ be do s^ of 

Teais wil! never sadn :be cbe^; 
Pain and grief are nx in keercJhg 

With ibe VYOQS lea^m m^e seek. 



THE ORPHAN. 

In her soft dimpled hand she laid 

Her little che^ bede^ired ^di tears ; 
Around her other children played^ 

A\Tiile she ^iras gra^"^ beyond her \>ears. 
She sat alone beneath a tree. 

The wann wind dantled ^rith her hair; 
Her blue eves looked on v^e-anlv — 

Her heart was tilled with sad despair. 
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She once was tenderly caressed, 

And felt a mother's fond embrace ; 
Soft kisses on her lips were pressed, 

And childhood's joy illumed her face. 
Her gentle mother never more 

Will wipe her falling tears away. 
Nor soothe her as in days of yore, 

When weary with her work or play. 
Poor little one ! Yet still near thee 

Thy mother's spirit will abide. 
An angel and a stay to be, 

For ever walking by thy side. 
Think not she cannot love thee now. 

Because thou seest her no more ; 
Oh ! clear the grief-clouds from thy brow, 

She loves thee better than before ! 
And waiteth with her outstretched hands 

To clasp thee to her loving breast, 
When thou, at last, by angel bands 

Art carried to the kingdom blest. 



THE WASTE-PAPER BASKET. 

Beside the editorial chair. 
Always, always standing there. 

Is the tall waste-basket ; 
Heavy burdens made to bear. 
Ruin of bright hopes its share ; 

I should like to ask it — 
Is the verdict always fair 
Which consigns them to its care ? 

12 
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Doth a hand which fain would spare 
Into little fragments tear 

All that pile of matter ? 
Mindful of the brain's hard toil, 
Of the midnight lamp and oil, 

Ere it thus doth scatter. 
In a moment, by one blow, 
Kindled hopes, and lay them low ? 

Doth the eye ne'er rest again. 
All regretful of the pain 

Which the hand is strewing ? 
Doth not pity interlay 
All the strata, day by day. 

Of the doleful ruin ? 
Knowing this would bring a balm 
Which alone the mind can calm. 



WAITING FOR CHARLIE. 

Every day, at the flow of tide, 

I come down to the river-side ; 

It may be early, it may be late. 

But I come my own true love to wait. 

My Charlie knows where I shall be 

When the boats are coming from the sea. 

I know his boat from all the rest ; 

It is the bonniest and best. 

I hear his merry laugh and song, 
Swift up the river borne along. 
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And my face glows rosy, I am so glad 
At the thought of my bonnie fisher-lad. 
He bought that boat he takes to sea, 
And named it " Katie," after me. 
I know it well from all the rest ; 
It is the bonniest and best 

There is a church just down the coast, 
And Charlie makes a daily boast 
He'll buy a brand-new Sunday coat. 
And take me with him in his boat. 
That we may there be lawful wed. 
How happy was I when he said 
He loved me more than all the rest ; 
I was the bonniest and best 

He is my own dear Charlie now, 
Of noble heart and sunny brow ; 
And when he's coming from the sea, 
He's met by baby Kate and me. 
She claps her tiny, dimpled hands, 
As Soon as e'er her father lands. 
She knows his boat from all the rest 
To be the bonniest and best 



CHARMING MAY. 

Come to the groves which lie in shade, 
Come to the deep and mossy dells. 

Trip o'er the carpets newly laid, 

Deck'd with the primrose and bluebells ; 
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Come to the meadows, green as spring. 
Come to the woodlands far away ; 

Come while the feathered songsters sing 
To welcome hither charming May. 

Come where the sun, so warm and bright, 

Stoops to the vales where the lilies bloom. 
And where the hawthorn, red and white,. 

Wafteth afar its sweet perfume ; 
Come where the blossoms scent the air, 

Come where the merry lambkins play i 
We'll gather flowers rich and rare 

To crown the brow of lovely May, 



THE SPRING VIOLET. 

In careless mood I lately went 

To roam in parks and meadows fair. 

And soon perceived a grateful scent 
Floating upon the balmy air. 

With careful eyes I searched around. 
My gaze unsatisfied awhile, 

Till bending closer to the ground 
I met the modest violet's smile ; . 

For there, half hidden from the sight, 
Within its green and shady bower, 

Discovered by the bright sunlight, 
I spied the lovely little flower. 
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I saw the hope of spring's bright hours, 
Of summer's soft and varied grace, 

Its wealth of fruits, its fragrant flowers, 
All graven on its gentle face. 

I fancied, too, the birds espied 
The floral treasure in my hand, 

And flapp'd their pinions as they cried. 
Rejoice, sweet summer is at hand t 



THE DYING GIRL. 

O, SING those strains again, mother, 
Their silv'ry chords I love ; 

They seem to bear my soul, mother, 
Nearer its home above. 

My strength is failing fast, mother, 
The shades are growing deep. 

And ere the morning break, mother, 
In death this form may sleep. 

But in yon glorious sphere, mother, 
My ransom'd soul will be 

Rejoicing in the light, mother. 
Of Immortality. 
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SOLITUDE. 

O Solitude ! Thou birthdme of man's thought. 
Life's tapestry of many colours wrought, 
The busy fingers of the active mind 
Are oft among thy tangled threads entwined. 
With magic power the past and future trace 
In living tints of beauty, forms of grace, 
And the dark shades of sorrow, here and there. 
Do but its pleasures make to shine more fair. 
School of reflection, mirror of the mind, 
^Vhere seeking hearts their faithful image find, 
And learn to know themselves without disguise — 
Knowledge which makes the very simplest wise. 



KING CHRISTMAS. 

With pearls from the mistletoe bough. 

And holly, with rubies so fair. 
We have woven a crown for thy brow. 

Becoming a monarch to wear. 

Each mirroring streamlet is still, 

While thy crest on their bosom they bear, 
And the meadow, the valley, and hill. 

In robes of bright silver appear. 

Each home has a throne for thy grace, 
Thy subjects are loyal and true ; 

Then hasten. King Christmas, apace, 
Thy friendship we wait to renew. 



FIRESIDE LAYS. 



PURPLE DAWN. 

How beautiful the purple dawn 
That ushers in the early mom ! 
It lightly steps with heart so gay, 
To chase the shades of night away ; 
The stately trees all gently shake 
To bid the feathered songsters wake \ 
Each little flow'ret, steeped in dew, . 
Looks up to greet the morning too. 
Then, with one loving, long survey, 
Dawn glideth unperceived away. 
Lost in the growing light of day. 



TWILIGHT SONG. 

Bring hither my harp, let me touch it once more, 
While the twilight doth deepen around. 

And the soft winds of summer o'er meadow and moor. 
Shall sweetly re-echo the sound. 

ril sing till the bright stars of evening appear, 
And the pale moon hath mounted on high, 

A lay to the loved ones, still cherished and dear, 
Companions in seasons gone by. 

Yes, bring me my harp ; let my fingers pass o'er 

Its strings as they used long ago. 
Though the voices are absent which often of yore 

Would in tune to its harmony flow. 
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How sweet their remembrance ever remains, 

In tenderest tones will I sing ; 
Ay, e'en till the breezes of night learn the strains, 

And waft them afar on their wing. 



WEARY OF LIFE. 

Life ! What is Life, that I should wish it o'er? 
Or what is Death, that I desire it more ? 
Silence, my soul ! nor dare repeat again 
The wish to lose what thou couldst ne'er regain ! 
Though pain and weakness oft oppress thee now. 
And the cross-streams of life may o'er thee flow, 
'Tis not for thee to murmur and repine, 
To wish thy days the less ; life is not thine. 
Thou couldst not give one fleeting breath away, 
To lengthen out a fellow-creature's day. 
Nor yet receive, though thousand hearts would give 
One pulse of life that thou might'st longer live. 
Learn to be patient, and be thankful, too. 
For daily mercies neither small nor few ; 
Since thou art mortal, thou must learn to bear 
The cross and burden, thy allotted share. 
Thou'rt weak, poor soul, art faint and weary too, 
But there is One who will thy strength renew. 
Go, then, to Him who lovingly doth say, 
" Strength shall be ever equal to thy day." 
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MY LOVING GREETING. 

May Christmas be to thee a time 

Of joy and festive mirth, 
And when the merry bells shall chime 

To hail the New Year's birth, 
O may it prove a happy one, 

Unfolding every hour 
Far greater joys than thou hast known, 

And blessings on thee shower. 
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ALONE. 

Alone ! What desolating sense 
In this brief word we find ! 

A chilly weight of sad suspense. 
An island of the mind ! 

Alone ! Though compassed all around 

By the vast city's throngs ; 
Alone amid the busy sound 

Of her ten thousand tongues ! 

To feel alone where beauty beams 

In nature's native grace. 
And glances shyly in the streams 

At her enchanting face. 

Alone in all earth's tide of care. 

The tempest of its woe ; 
Alone with all life's griefs to bear. 

Nor sympathy to know. 
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To feel alone in this vast world 

With eveiy treasure stored, 
While all around are wide unfurled 

The wonders of the Lord. 

In every tiny flower that grows, 

In every leafy tree, 
In every breath of wind that blows. 

We read Infinity. 

The smallest thing God's hand hath made, 

The birds that soar on high, 
Each little insect in the shade. 

Doth not forgotten lie. 

Then how can man, with reason blest, 

And power to comprehend 
His Maker's noblest work and best, 

His heart to doubting lend ? 

O weary one, thou'rt not alone. 
Though sorrow dim thy sight, 

For He, the great and mighty One, 
Surrounds thee with His light ! 

He watches o'er thee when thou'rt sad. 

He knows thy every care ; 
Then seek His smile, to make thee glad. 

Who liveth everywhere. 
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WORDS. 

Words are only little things, 

Giving life to every day ; 
Each its pain or pleasure brings, 

Passing from our lips away. 

They are given for our use, 

And our peace can mar or make ; 

Little words we oft abuse, 
When by them we fond hearts break. 

Words, like water on the groimd, 
Never can be gathered up ; 

They, like rain-drops, fall around. 
Filling evermore life's cup. 

Words can wound us, and can pour 
Deadly poison in the sting ; 

Words are potent to restore, 

And the sweetest pleasures bring. 



THE BLACKBERRY GATHERERS. 

'Tis a lovely autumn day. 

All nature wears a golden hue ; 

In the fields and meadows gay 
Are groups of children not a few. 
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Now their silvery voices ring 

Like pleasant music through the air ; 

Happy birds are on the wing, 

And joy and mirth reign everywhere. 

Many an ear of yellow com 

Is twined with wild-flowers in a wreath, 
Queen of playmates to adorn. 

Whose unkempt tresses wave beneath. 

Wistful little eyes upturned 

Cxaze at the berries black as night 

Faces rosy and sunburned. 
They fairly revel in the sight 

Gleesome sport it is to them. 

While pulling down the highest bough ; 

Feasting ofl* the laden stem, 

Still held by eager hands quite low. 

Now the reaper's bell has chimed, 
And lovely sunset gilds the sky, 

With their faces juice-begrimed, 
All homeward do the baimies hie. 

Will they bravely thus alway 

Endure the thorns and briers of life ? 

And all dangers laugh away. 

Which they may meet with in its strife ? 

Will the merry laugh be hushed, 
Be silenced by the billow's roar ; 

And the buoyant spirits crushed 
By weight of sorrows evermore ? 
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O LIFE BEYOND! 

(Set to Music by William Smallwood,) 

O LIFE beyond ! O holy state ! 

For thee I long, for thee I wait ! 

O untold peace ! O perfect rest ! 

O heavenly land ! O realm most blest ! 

O great reality of joy 
Whose promises our thoughts employ ! 
The dim reflection of thy bliss 
Adds glory to a world like this ! 

Let not mine eyes their watch relent 
Till the last hour of life is spent, 
And opens to my ravished sight 
The portals of the world of light. 

Jesus, my Lord, be near to me ! 
O help me still to trust in Thee, 
And patient wait till Thou shalt come 
To take me to my heavenly home ! 
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EVENTIDE. 

In rambling on a summer day 
Through field and flowery lane, 

At length I found Td lost my way, 
Nor could the road regain. 
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A little cottage thatched with straw. 
And white as white could be, 

Nestling amid some trees I saw, 
Not very far from me. 

A privet hedge around it grew, 

So bushy and so green, 
And round the lintels not a few 

Bright roses could be seen, 

A wicker cage was hung outside 

The open cottage door ; 
Melodious was the vocal tide 

Its captive did outpour. 

And through the groups of ash and birch, 

Of elms and chestnuts tall, 
Upon the distant village church 

I saw the sunbeams fall. 

A gauzy vapour, wide outspread. 

And over all things hung, 
And e'en the warblers overhead 

Were drowsy as they sung. 

When I had reached the wicket-gate. 
Which at my touch ope'd wide, 

I had a little time to wait 
A bidding from inside. 

I tapped upon the open door 

Again, and yet again ; 
At length my shadow on the floor 

For me did entrance gain. 
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A cheery voice bade me " Come in *' 
(The room was very small, 

But dean as any new-made pin 
From roof to whitewashed wall). 

The eight-day clock with solemn beat 

Marked every moment fly, 
And in that peaceful, lone retreat, 

\felt time gliding by. 

But to the inmate sitting there 
Did passing moments bring 

A clearer view of regions fair. 
Making her glad heart sing. 

A little table near her stood. 

Whereon her Bible lay, 
She looked so happy and so good, 

And free from care that day. 

She wore a lilac cotton gown, 

A kerchief snowy white ; 
Her grey hair lay quite smoothly down 

'Neath her cap-border light. 

A three-legged rest her pillow bore 

(For she was making lace), 
And 'midst the bobbins, o'er and o'er 

Her fingers flew apace. 

I loved to see her working there, 

A picture of content, 
For though her evening sky was clear. 

Its hours were almost spent. 
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Around her room I soon espied 
Some precious relics, kept 

In memory of those who died, 
And safe in Jesus slept. 

For little ones in times gone by 
Had played about her knee, 

And in the churchyard now they lie 
Whom she loved tenderly. 

And as the grave old clock ticked on, 

She even seemed to hear 
The voices of the dear ones gone 

Grow nearer and more near. 

Long time we chatted, ere I rose 
My homeward way to wend, 

To leave that scene of sweet repose 
And my kind, aged friend. 

But often did return again 

After that pleasant day. 
Till peaceful, happy, free from pain, 

The cottar passed away. 



THE FISHERMAN'S CHILDREN. 

Look at yonder little group, 

Standing on the river side, 
Thither do they daily troop 

At the flowing of the tide ; 
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They the distant boats discern, 
And they watch with childish glee 

For the speedy, safe return 
Of their father from the sea. 

What is sweeter to the ears 

Of a little fisher-boy, 
When the boat its mooring nears, 

Than the welcome, " Heave Ahoy !" 
And the father listens long 

At the first faint glimpse of land 
For the burden of a song 

\Vhence he knows his children stand. 

Be they set with many a gem 

From the treasures of the sea. 
His " Sou'-wester " is to them 

More than crowns of gold would be. 
And his face, so brown and tanned 

With the sun and briny air. 
Is the fairest in the land 

To his children waiting there. 



UNDER THE CHESTNUT TREE AGAIN, 

Our dear familiar chestnut tree 

Is spread with blossoms o'er; 
Its leaves are bright and green, I see, 

As in the days of yore, 

2 — 2 
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When with its spreading arms above, 

A shelter from the heat, 
We told full oft our tales of love 

On this old rustic seat. 

How sweet it was to linger here 

Amidst the fragrant flowers ! 
Ah ! then for us life had no fears. 

And nought but sunny hours ! 
The crimson in the western sky 

Shone glorious through the trees. 
The silver brooklet trickling by 

Made music on the breeze. 

Since last we came here many years 

Have borne our youth away. 
Have brought us many griefs and tears- 

Our locks have tumM grey ; 
But we have grown more truly one 

Since 'neath its sheltering bough 
We sat together days by-gone 

As we are sitting now. 
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BE NOT WEARY OF WELL-DOING. 

Bk not weaiv of well-doins;. 

Ye shall reap if ye fiiint not* 
Earnestly thy ixiih pursuing 

And contented with thv lot* 
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When thy heart is sad and cheerless, 
And thy way is well-nigh lost, 

Trust in God, and be thou fearless, 
He is with the tempest-toss'd. 

'Tis not ours to see the measure 
Of our labours here below, 

Enough for us the thought to treasure, 
It is ours the seed to sow. 

Can we trace the dry leaves falling, 
Fluttering far adown the street ? 

Winds in fury may be calling, 
Yet they know not their retreat. 

Words have life, — momentous matter 
Issues from our lips each day ; 

Seeds immortal do they scatter 
As from us they pass away. 

But to us 'tis not accorded 
To arrest the poisonous weeds, 

Neither here to be rewarded 
For our high and noble deeds. 

We must patiently keep sowing. 
And if fruit we may not see. 

Must be happy in the knowing 
That a harvest-time will be. 

When the reapers with them bringing 
Many sheaves of golden com. 

Shall return in triumph, singing 
Sweeter songs than vocal mom. 
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We may never see the flowers 
We have planted with such care, 

Watering them with Hope's bright showers. 
And with earnest, heartfelt prayer. 

But we must with zeal pursuing, 
Tread the rugged, narrow way, 

Day by day our strength renewing. 
So we faint not by the way. 

Hoping ever for the harvest. 

Even while the corn is green ; 
With the labourers brave and earnest. 

May we evermore be seen. 

That when Christ our Master bids us 

To the reckoning above, 
He may bless us, and reward us 

With His everlasting love. 
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SWEET SUMMER. 

Is there a heart so hard and chill 
That summer sunshine cannot melt. 

That answers not with joyous thrill 
When beauty makes its presence felt ? 

Some may prefer to sit in shade 
Cast by a huge, projecting rock, 

Far from the bright and sunny glade. 
Whose music soft the echoes mock. 
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But Nature will not waste her tears 

In pity for the poor recluse, 
Who greedy hugs his morbid fears : 

Far higher, holier is their use. 

The rather does she come with smiles 
To all the weary ones of earth, 

And with her laughter oft beguiles 
The saddest into strains of mirth. 

Then let us linger by her side, 

And sip the cheering cup she holds. 

And with her wander far and wide, 
While she her treasure still unfolds. 

* 

We'll breathe the air so pure and sweet. 
And learn deep lessons from her voice ; 

With all the flowers at our feet. 
We, too, will love her and rejoice. 
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THE COMPANIONS. 

Two girls were walking arm in arm. 
In meadows sweet and green. 

When waning sunbeams threw a charm 
O'er all the lovely scene. 

At length they sat them down to rest 

Beneath a spreading oak, 
Facing the crimson-flooded West, 

And thus the younger spoke : 
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Now, tell me eveiythii^ joa see," 
I heard her sweet TCHce say; 
''You are so yery good to me, 
I love yoa more each day. 

''YoaVe told me of the pastures green, 

The sun's bright golden li^t. 
The brilliant stars, the graceful queen 

Who watches o'er the night 

''You say, too, that the sky is feir. 

And of an azure hue ; 
That earth is lovely everywhere ; 

I know that all is true. 

<' You've taught me how to name the flowers, 

I tell each by its scent ; 
How many happy, peaceful hours 

Among them have I spent ! 

'' You see the colours dazzling bright 

In which they all are clad. 
You live in day, / grope in night, 

And yet I am not sad ! 

" But, Effie dear, I sometimes feel 

I do not wish to see. 
For heaven more fully will reveal 

Its glories unto me. 

" Oh, then, what boundless wealth of joy 

Will meet these sightless eyes ! 
While growing wonders will employ 

My songs of glad surprise. 
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" I cannot tell what now I miss, 

Nor shall I ever know 
The beauty of a world like this, 

For God hath willed it so. 

" But heaven is lovelier far, you say, 

Than e'en this earth of ours ; 
A land of bright and cloudless day, 

And never-fading flowers. 

" I often think I catch the sound 

Of a celestial song, 
Amid the music floating round 

My darkened way along. 

" And ever since you read to me 

From out God's blessed Word 
That Jesus makes the blind to see ; 

It does such peace aflbrd. 

" Not only have you been my guide. 

My light e'en here below, 
But you have led me to His side 

Whom it is joy to know. 

" We have been very happy, love, 

Thus travelling along. 
With thoughts intent on things above. 

And hearts brim-full of song." 

The elder girl drew to her side 

The friend she held so dear. 
And then to her she thus replied, 

In accents soft and clear : 
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" Milly, you make too much ado 

About my being kind ; 
Believe, whenever I'm with you 

I truest pleasure find. 

^ I should not so enjoy my walks, 

Nor must you, dear, forget 
I could not have the pleasant talks 

^Vhich thus with you I get 

" Had I not you for whom to care, 

I often think that I 
Should see God's wonders everywhere. 

But pass them heedless by. 

^ Now, though I scarce know how it be, 
He shows me where to look. 

And deeper depths of beauty see 
Within fair Nature's book. 

" For every tree and blade of grass. 

And every lovely flower 
Speaks to me ever as I pass 

Of God's almighty power. 

" With you I hear the peaceful sound 

Of rivers as they flow, 
And all earth's music floating round, 

In cadence soft and low. 

" O Milly dear, you cannot tell 
What heav*enly peace is mine. 

Since we have found the precious well 
Whose springs are all Divine ! 
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" You thirsted for its waters bright, 

I led you to the brink, 
And now, O infinite delight ! 

We both together drink. 

" And you have led my wandering feet, 
Have been my stay and guide, 

Milly, my friend, my helper sweet. 
An angel by my side ! 

" We have, indeed, been happy, love. 

But we shall happier be. 
When in the glorious world above 

We shall our Saviour see." 



UNTO THEE. 

Low at Thy footstool kneeling, 
Nothing from Thee concealing. 
Asking Thee perfect healing. 

Father, we come. 

Rich by Thy love requited, 
Closer to Thee united, 
Ever by Thee invited. 

Father, we come. 
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A REVERIE. 

I SAT upon a bank 

Beside a flowing stream 
'Midst reeds and rushes dank, 

And sweetly did I dream. 

The sky was blue and fair, 

The sunbeams warm and bright, 

And all things wore an air 
Of deep and fond delight 

The river smoothly sped 

Its rapid course along 
Over its weiedy bed, 

Chanting its plaintive song. 

How many thoughts I strewed 
Like flowerets on its breast, 

Of love and hope renewed. 
To wither like the rest. 

I watched them pass away, 
Borne proudly out of sight, 

Without a hand to stay 
Their sure and rapid flight. 

I knew 'twas but a dream. 
Yet fancied I could see 

The sun smile on the stream ; 
The thought was dear to me. 
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I prajred the son might shine 

For ever od my way; 
And from this heazt of mine 

Chase all griefs shades away. 

Too soon, alas ! I wc^e ; 

The vision could not last ; 
The lovely spell was broke. 

And vanished from me £ist 
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THE KINGDOM. 

Tis not by learning nor by fame, 

Exalted station, riches, worth. 
The kingdom of the Lord is gained. 

But by the new and second birth. 
The man to fullest stature grown 

In all things else once more must be 
A little child, pure, gentle, good. 

And clothed with all humility. 
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SACRED SONG. 

I SAT in depth of midnight, 
In grief and anguish great ; 

My heart was shattered, broken. 
Beneath its crushing weight. 
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I bore my cankering sorrow 

Alone, uncomforted, 
Till the long hours of darkness 

Before the dawn had fled. 

But when the birds were waking, 

I heard a lovely strain 
Of music in the distance ; 

It came to ease my pain. 

A sound of angels singing ; 

Among them I could hear,' 
On the soft air floating towards me, 

The voice of one most dear. 

She sang a song of gladness. 
This seraph, sweet and bright ; 

For she was with her Saviour, 
And clad in spotless white. 

I found my own lips moving 

In concert with her lay ; 
And by the heavenly music 

My grief was borne away. 

And soon I shall reclasp her 
To th' bosom of my love : 

Shall dwell with her for ever 
In cloudless joy above. 
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LITTLE ELSIE. 

Elsie, little Elsie, do not run away ; 

Come and sit beside me on the new-mown hay, 

Of all fairy bowers I have ever seen, 

With this wreath of flowers I will crown thee queen. 

Elsie, little Elsie, whither wouldst thou go. 
Tripping all so lightly, round cheeks all aglow ? 
With the golden sunbeams shining over thee. 
Sweet as summer day-dreams, bright as they may be. 

Elsie, little Elsie, may the sunbeams shine 
Evermore so kindly on that head of thine ! 
Bonny, winsome maiden, free from every care. 
Ever flower-laden be thy happy share. 

Elsie, little Elsie, bud of early spring. 

Round thee ever fondly loving hearts do cling. 

Merry little ranger, fearless nor afraid, 

May no breath of danger harm thee, pretty maid. 
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DOWN BY THE RIVER. 

(Set to Music by Richard Lay ton,) 

The sunset is gilding the hill-tops with gold, 
The weary birds fly to their home in the tree, 

The sweet-scented flowers their petals unfold, 
As down by the river I'm waiting for thee. 
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The grey mist is rising away in the dells, 
And spreading itself over meadow and lea ; 

Stealing soft through the valley I hear the church bells, 
As down by the river I'm waiting for thee. 

The glow-worm is setting his signals alight ; 

Above me the star of the evening I see ; 
The town in the distance is growing more bright, 

As down by the river I'm waiting for thee. 

The nightingale singeth her evening song ; 

The grasshopper chirps his response cheerily ; 
O come, love, O come, for the time seemeth long. 

As down by the river I'm waiting for thee. 
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FORGIVING LOVE. 

The Lord our God delights to bless ; 
His heart is full of tenderness ; 
His words are love and gentleness. 

When we in sorrow and in fear 
Draw slowly to His footstool near, 
He doth our fainting spirits cheer. 

No sore upbraiding doth He mete 
To those who gather round His feet. 
But to each heart gives healing sweet. 

How little like our Lord are we ! 
Is our forgiveness full and free, 
And meted out so pityingly ? 
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How slowly do our hearts incline 
To speak those words of love divine 
Which make the £3u:e with joy to shine ! 

They lift the heavy clouds of night. 
And to the weary watcher's sight 
Reveal the young dawn's rosy light 



^^ ^^ *^ *^ * • <"* •■* ^^ ^^ 0^ *^ ' 



LAY ME WHERE MY LOVE IS LYING. 

Lay me where my love is lying, 
In the churchyard in the dell ; 

Ever yet my soul is mourning 
For the brave heart loved so well. 

L^y me where they laid my dear one 
In his young life's golden mom, 

When our roseate dream was broken, 
Leaving me of hope forlorn. 

Let the hawthorn fall upon us 
As the winds low murmuring pass 

Where the wee white daisy peepeth 
Shyly out the wavy grass ; 

Let the waking birds at daybreak 
Sing their matins o'er our tomb ; 

Let the corn-crake chirp its weird song 
Through the chill night's sable gloom ; 

3 
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Let the mournful winds of autumn 
Sob around us as we rest, 

And the icy hands of winter 
O'er us spread its snowy vest ; 

It will matter little to us, 
For our spirits long before 

Will have met to love for ever 
On the blissful, shining shore. 
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JESSIE'S BIRTHDAY. 

My darling Jessie, I wish for you 

All that is good and bright ; 
To-day, my love, you're aged two, 

And precious in our sight. 

Those sweet blue eyes which meet my own 

With tender, pleading gaze, 
To them may sorrow ne'er be known. 

And nought but joyous days. 

Our love would spare you every ill. 

And guard your little feet ; 
All charming things for you would will. 

And paths where sunbeams meet. 

O wee dear maiden, aged two, 

How earnest is our prayer 
That Love beyond our own for you 

May have you in its care ! 
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CHRISTMAS GREETING. 

O Christmas ! Come with beaming face, 

And with a generous hand 
Bring cheer and gladness in each place — 

A blessing to our land. 

We hail thy advent with delight, 

And for all men would pray 
Some heavenly message, sunny bright, 

On love's great festal day. 

To every soul the Saviour came — 

Let all men join to sing 
Praise to Messiah's holy name. 

Who came His peace to bring. 

To welcome thee, O Christmastide, 
Our hearts with joy beat high ; 

With us a benison abide. 
Whose bliss can never die. 
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NORA'S DREAM. 

Fair Nora was sleeping a troubled sleep, 

Oft tossing her lovely head ; 
1 heard her moan, and I saw her weep. 

As I watched beside her bed. 



o 
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But eighteen summers her young life told — 

What care disturbed her rest ? 
Had cruel sorrow, with icy hold, 

Thus early her heart oppressed ? 

I stood till my eyes suffused with tears. 

For I loved the sleeping maid ; 
Then, too, from childhood's early years 

Grief had us sisters made. 

One tender home had sheltered us long ; 

Both spoke that dearest name. 
And listened to the pleasant song 

Which from her fond heart came. 

My mother took her a tiny child, 

From hands that had grown too weak 

To hold her more, and the thanks were smiles- 
Faint lips could never speak. 

She grew so dear, with her winsome ways, 

We called her our joyous beam ; 
For her laughter was bright as the mingled rays; 

That over the waters stream. 

She woke at length with a sunny face, 

The tears and the sadness fled, 
And folding me in her fond embrace, 

" I have had a dream," she said. 

** I dreamt that my soul was sore oppressed? 

With a grievous weight of care ; 
That wherever I wandered, dire unrest 

Most surely followed there. 
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. ** Kind voices tried my griefs to drown 

In pleasure's deep-rolling sea, 
And tempting hands held a glittering crown — 

Twas a crown of thorns to me ! 

^* For a moment I trampled upon my pain — 

The music and dance were gay \ 
But with awful weight it returned again, 

When the tinsel had passed away. 

*' Despairing, I lay me down to die, 

So weary of all things here ! 
And I heard some footsteps drawing nigh, 

And a sweet voice in mine ear. 

^* It was Jesus ! His face illumed with love ; 

He looked so kindly down. 
And o'er my head, though high above, 

Was holding a starry crown. 

** The night with its darkness had passed away 

As He took my trembling hand. 
And led me safely along the way 

Which' leads to the better land. 

^* In comforting accents Christ, as we came 

Near to the City of Light, 
Whispered, * He that overcometh, the same 

Shall be clothed in raiment white; 

"** * His name shall stand in the Book of Life, 

Nor ever shall cancelled be, 
For all who are conquerors in the strife 

Shall be owned and loved of Me.' 
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" I looked to Him when the way was rough. 
For He led me through briery lanes ; 

But His voice of love was ever enough 
To ease my sharpest pains. 

" But at last we came to the pearly gate. 
And were met by a seraph throng 

Who came to meet us with joy elate, 
While singing a greeting song ; 

" And they led the way to a region fair ; 

O my soul was filled with joy 
As I saw the glorified spirits there 

In their heavenly employ ! 

" Alas ! to wake to find I have dreamed ! 

That I have not fought and won — 
That the blissful vision of glory beamed 

As from some distant sun ! " 

" A dream, my love ! but a voice from heaven 

Spoke in it gently," I said, 
" To those who bear a cross is given 

A crown upon the head ; 

" But only those who meekly bear 

The heavy cross below 
Can hope the joys of heaven to share, 

And like our Saviour grow." 
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TOM BROWN AT DR. ARNOLD'S GRAVE 

Ashamed of tears, yet true to nature still, 
His heart was racked with sorrow's keenest thrill, 
As all alone amidst the solemn gloom, 
He bent in sadness o'er the Doctor's tomb. 

The empty pulpit seemed to meet his gaze. 
And speak to him of other, happier days, 
When he whose form was lying at his feet 
With reverent lips declared God's message sweet 

He thought of how in other days he'd felt, 
As side by side with schoolmates he had knelt ; 
Though careless oft, and given e'en to play, 
He grew in time to thinks and then to pray. 

In that brief hour, so full of bitter pain. 
He lived his romping schoolboy days again ; 
Familiar faces passed before his view, 
Friends, his beloved companions, not a few ; 

While he whom he had held in so much fear, 
Long since became to him a friend most dear ; 
His bright example than his precepts more 
Had won his heart, perforce, in days of yore ; 

And now he longs to tell him, if he could, 
How much he owed him of whatever good 
Was mingled in his life, as, weeping there. 
He blessed his memor)^ in his broken prayer. 
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AUTUMN. 

I LOVE the glorious autumn, 

The best of all the year ; 
E'en laughing, bright-eyed summer 

Is not to me so dear. 

I love the dreamy vapour 
Which,bathes the woody glen, 

And caps the highest mountain, 
Or carpeteth the fen. 

Through it the merry sunbeams 

Are peeping as a veil, 
While richest shades of colour 

O'er all the scene prevail. 

I love the fields now bronzing 
Where lately seas of corn 

In amber waves were surging 
From dewy eve till mom. 

I love the tired seeming 
Of the heavy-laden trees ; 

They stagger 'neath their burdens. 
Fays of the playful breeze. 

I love the dusty hedgerows. 
Where the hips and haws abound. 

All the shady lanes, and mossy. 
Where the ripened nuts are found. 
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I love the dusky berries 
Which peep so roguish down 

From the tops of thorny branches, 
Of which they are the crown. 

I love the scented carpet 
Of dry leaves 'neath the feet, 

Which fall in lisping showers 

From the trees which o'er us meet. 

I love the gorgeous picture 

Reflected in the lake, 
When the woody banks, rich tinted, 

O'er it their tresses shake. 

I love the purple heather 
Clothing the mountain-side. 

And the gorse which from its summit 
Pours out a golden tide ; 

While woods that, deep in shadow, 

Are nestling down below. 
Look up and smile all fondly 

At the bright sunbeam's glow. 

I love the merry chorus 
Of feathered songsters now, 

As round the hazy pastures 
They sing so soft and low. 

I love the glorious autumn 

The best of all the year; 
Its golden reign of gladness 

The saddest heart should cheer. 
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And is it not the season 

When the hope of spring is bom ? 
And hath it not in keeping 

The joys of summer's mom ? 

The burdens of our cravings 
We lay before its eyes, 

And with overflowing measure 
It every need supplies. 

I love the golden autumn 
The best of all the year ; 

E'en joyous, bright-eyed summer 
Is not to me so dear. 
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JESSIE'S QUESTION. 

" My mother," said a little child, 
While leaning fondly on her knee 

And looking upward as she smiled, 
" Do you believe that God loves me ? " 

" He does, indeed," the mother said, 
" Far more than even I can do ! " 

And fondly stroked the little head. 
And gazed upon those eyes so blue. 

" But why does Jessie wish to know ? 

For mother would be glad to hear; 
She wants her darling child to grow 

To feel she is to Jesus dear." 
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" Why, heaven seems so far away, 
And I am such a little thing ; 

And yet you tell me every day 
The Saviour hears me when I sing. 



<( 



I cannot see one angel face, 
Not even when the sun is bright, 
Yet heaven must be a lovely place 
To show so many stars at night ! 

" I'm not so big as half a tree ; 

I cannot reach old Dobbin's head ; 
The smallest calf is tall as me — 

I measured, in the cattle-shed. 

" Why does not Jesus love the cows 
And sheep which in the meadows lie, 

And on the dainty pastures browse ? 
For they are bigger far than I. 

" He made them all, as well as me, 
And gave them each a coat to wear ; 

Beside, they're easier far to see. 
For they live in the open air." 

" But does not little Jessie know 
The cattle do not understand 

One single mercy which doth flow 
So freely from the Saviour's hand ? 

" To her the Lord hath given power 
To learn to know and love Him too, 

And not a single day or hour 
Or moment hides her from His view. 
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" Each little child the wide world o'er 
Is very precious in His sight ; 

He daily loves those more and more 
Who follow in His footsteps bright. 



u 



Dear Jessie need not be afraid 
She is too small for God to love, 
While o'er the tiniest thing He's made 
He ever watches from above." 
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EVENING. 

How sweet to watch the grey twilight 

Steal softly o'er the earth 
And deepen into shades of night 

Which give the stars their birth ! 

When varied sounds of labour cease, — 

Silent the clanging mill, 
While all the earth is bathed in peace. 

And warbling tongues are still ; 

When dusky forms of cattle lie 

In groups about the field, 
And spreading branches tenderly 

The little lambkins shield. 

The gentle breezes passing by 

Seem then in whispers low 
To sing to Day a lullaby. 

And rock it to and fro, 
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Till as an infant falls asleep 

Upon its mother's breast, 
Tis hushed at length to slumber deep. 

And laid to take its rest 



HASTY WORDS. 

O THAT we could always stay, — 
Pause to think before we say ! 
Then no more would hearts be broken 
By the words too lightly spoken. 

Better were they ever few, 
So that they were gentle too ! 
Tears of grief, though after falling, 
Fail the cruel words recalling. 



IN THE STREETS. 

O STREETS, that echo with the sound 
Of busy, hurrying, restless feet. 

What worlds of thought find birth in you, 
What tides of conflict in you meet ! 

Man's joy and sorrow, too, are yours 
In one brief day alone to bear. 

For every single passer-by 

Doth carry with him all his care. 



46 FIRESIDE LAYS. 

< 

There is no place beneath the sun 
Where man can leave his grief awhile ; 

His burden, whatsoe'er it be, 

He cannot from his back beguile. 

What anxious cares and silent prayers 
Are pressed upon you day by day ! 

But oh ! you keep the secrets still 
Of weary pilgrims by the way ! 

The lightsome heart, brimful of joy. 
The lingering smile so bright and sweet, 

The childlike hope of shadeless years. 
All, all upon your pavements meet 



* s^ \^ »^ vy * 



f\^\^S^\^\.f\^\^\^\^\^Kf^yy^^^ 



THE HOUR OF DEATH. 

Silent awe doth fill the chamber 
In the solemn hour of death. 

When the feeble pulse grows feebler 
With each short and laboured breath. 

Loving words of parting spoken 

Ere the spirit soars away ; 
And the last frail thread is broken. 

Binding it to mortal clay. 

Ever, ever drawing nearer, 

Doth the world of spirits seem, 

When a loved one, growing dearer, 
Floateth gently o'er the stream. 
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A LONE HEART'S CRY. 

Come to me ! The day is waning, 
Clothing earth in shadows deep ; 

Silver stars above are shining ; 
Phoebe doth her vigil keep. 

Hither come, if but to tell me, 
If but once more to repeat 

That my love is precious to thee. 
In those accents low and sweet ! 

Come, oh, come ! I'm ever lonely 
When thou'rt absent from my side ; 

When thou'rt near me, and then only, 
Do the moments swiftly glide. 



THE SEA-BIRDS. 

Tell me, O birds, who o'er the ocean roam. 
Touching with silvery wings its sparkling foam, — 
Far, far away, to distant lands you soar, — 
What tempts you thus to leave your native shore ? 
Why leave your home among the craggy rocks 
Whose mournful sounds unceasing echo mocks ? 

Is it to guide the pilot o'er the wave, — 
From direful wreck the gallant bark to save ? 
With varied movements plainer far than speech, 
You fain the anxious mariner would teach ; 
To watch and warn him of the peril near, 
That o'er the angry sea your course you steer ? 
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But in the resting moments of your flight, 
Tell me what glories break upon your sight, 
When from the lofty mountain-top of snow 
You gaze upon the spreading lands below,— 
What of the mighty empires which you see, 
What of their glory, wealth, or poverty ? 
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THE SABBATH BELLS. 

0*ER the hills and through the dells 
Steals the music of the bells, 
In the Sabbath morning chiming, 
All in harmony combining, 
Pealing from old belfries grey 
On the holy resting-day. 

0*er the hills and through thie dells, 
Tis of peace their music tells ; 
Calling all the sons of labour 
To the footstool of the Saviour, 
There to lose in praise and prayer 
Every sense of earthly care. 

O'er the hills and through the dells 
Echo's voice their sound propels 
Far beyond the sight of towers, 
Through the sacred Sabbath hours ; 
Ever soft and sweet and clear 
Falls their music on the ear. 
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A HAPPY NEW YEAR. 

A HAPPY New Year I would wish thee now, 
And seal the wish 'neath the mistletoe bough ; 
Its wee pearly drops shall fondle thy hair 
While I breathe my heart's wish for thee, lady fair ! 

A happy New Year, and a bright glad day 
When I see thee deck'd in thy bridal array — 
When a hazy veil is over thee spread, 
And sweet orange blossoms adorn thy head 1 

A happy New Year for thee and for me ! 
Ah ! happy, dear love, indeed, it will be. 
When home to our little nest, never to part, 
I bear thee, my treasure and joy of my heart ! 



AN ORPHAN'S FAREWELL TO 

"THE HOME. 



» 



Good-bye, dear Home ! you long have sheltered me 
Since one more dear through sorrow ceased to be ; 
My only shelter many happy years, 
I'm leaving thee, and leaving thee in tears. 

Father and mother — ever names most dear — 
Familiar once, are never spoken here. 
Except with throbbing hearts, in whispers low. 
By loving lips of sisters by one woe. 

4 
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How often shall I think' with grateful heart 
Of ever5rthing from which I now must part ! 
There's scarce a stone in all this noble place 
But for the orphan wears a friendly face. 

'Tis the last day that I shall wear this dress ; 
I cannot cast it off without distress ; 
When on the morrow I another wear, 
I shall go out into a world of care. 

I quit thee for a home I do not know ; 
With timid heart to fight my way I go : 
Father in heaven, my untried footsteps lead, 
And be to me the Orphan's God indeed ! 
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SLEEPLESS. 

How long the nights, and dreary. 
When sleep is far away, 

And weary, O so weary, 
We long for break of day ! 

How full of strange, weird noises 
The dark lone hours seem ! 

Like sound of far-off voices 
They fill our wakeful dream ! 

We watch the shadows flying, 
And hail the early dawn. 

As, unrefresh'd, we're lying. 
And longing for the morn 1 
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The pale stars faintly twinkle 
And vanish from our sight, 

Till none are left to sprinkle 
The azure vault of light 

The early birds awaking, 

Their matins low repeat, 
The night's dead silence breaking 

With music soft and sweet ; 

And when the golden sunbeams 
Play with the shadows deep, 

And Nature wakes from fur dreams, 
We fall at length to sleep ! 



CHIME, WEDDING BELLS. 

O HARK ! what is that joyous sound 

Now making jubilant the air ? 
Some heart its faithful mate hath found ; 

The bells proclaim it far and near ! 
O chime, chime on, ye merry bells ! 
Your song of happy union tells ! 

O sun, that gleamest in the sky. 
Shine ever cloudless on their way ! 

Sweet angel witnesses on high 
Make record of this holy day. 

And chime, chime on, O merry bells. 

Your song of happy union tells ! 

4—2 
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O love ! that bindeth heart to heart. 
For ever stronger mayest thou grow ! 

True love not death itself can part ; 
It is the germ of heaven below. 

Then chime, chime on, O merry bells. 

Your song of happy union tells ! 

O list ! What is that I hear 
So softly floating on the air ? 

Some angel voices chanting near 
God's blessings on the wedded pair ! 

So chime, chime on, O wedding bells. 

Your song of happy union tells ! 



THE FOUNTAIN OF LIFE. 

(Set to Music by Wm, Smallwood,) 

I AM thirsting for the waters 
Of the pure celestial spring, 

Of the exhaustless fountain 
Whose praise the angels sing. 

The desert has been dreary, 

And the hot sands parched my feet ; 
I am weary, and am longing 

To reach the waters sweet 

O Jesus, Saviour, lead me — 
I fain would know the way ; 

Hold Thou my feet from falling, 
And be my strength and stay. 
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I have drunk of many fountains 
Which but increased my pain ; 

Give me to drink, blest Saviour, 
That I thirst not again ; 

Then shall my steps grow stronger- 
My heart its song shall raise. 

Till every hill and valley 
Shall echo with Thy praise. 



JACK FROST. 

You think I'm an impudent fellow, no doubt ; 

But O dear, dear ! 

When / draw near. 

It is so queer. 

There is such cheer, 
The boys for gladness laugh right out. 

They like to play 

In holiday ; 

And tell me, pray. 

Who'd say them nay? 
I take them with me where I go. 
Over the fleecy, crisping snow. 
Where scarce a track the way doth show ; 
But naught can hinder me — O dear no I 
I do my best to bring them cheer. 
For longest distances I clear ; 
Over brooklet, stream, and lake. 
Joyously our way we take ; 
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Under the bridges, defiantly, we 
Glide along quite pleasantly, 
Merrily over the placid breast 

Of the sleeping river, 
Under whose sparkling crystal vest 

The long, dank rushes shiver. 
I'm a clever artist, too — 

There is none can sketch like me ; 
Fairy pictures I can show. 

With my touch swift, bold and free. 
Summer hath its fond delights. 

Balmy winds and gentle showers. 
Flowers whose breath doth scent the nights. 

Songs to cheer the golden hours. 
Music of the birds so sweet, 

From amid their leafy bowers ; 
But what joy can e'er compete 

With this healthful sport of ours ? 
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AT THY FOOTSTOOL, 

Father, holy and adored, 
Great Creator, mighty Lord, 
We, Thy children poor and weak 
Would Thy love and favour seek. 

Ah ! and whither should we flee, 
Blessed Father, but to Thee 
When the pangs of sin we feel? 
For 'tis Thou alone can heal. 
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And when sorrows dire oppress, 
When affictions sore distress, 
Who but Thou canst give us ease, 
And the tempest's wrath appease ? 

Oh, if we could only see 
Daily, hourly need of Thee, 
Most e'en when the road is plain, 
We should triumph over pain. 

'Tis our tempting ease destroys — 
Clouds and cankers all our joys; 
Jesus, save us by Thy power 
In each self-forgetful hour. 

And, O blessed Father, give 
Thine own children grace to live — 
Grace to walk before Thee here 
In Thy love and holy fear. 



WEDDING WISHES. 

May the day so brightly waking — 
Bearing witness to your love, 

Only be as dawn's first breaking. 
Rising gloomy night above. 

Be it but the narrow pathway, 
Which shall lead your happy feet 

To a state which shineth alway. 
Rich with pleasures pure and sweet 
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Day by day in oneness growing, 

Each to each more near, more dear ; 

Happy in the joyful knowing 
Holy trust doth cancel fear. 

May the sun in all his splendour 
Light your footsteps here below, 

While your hearts both strong and tender 
All the joys of love shall know. 

Should dark shadows gather, — ever 
Drift across your daily way, 

Hand in |;iand firm clasped together, 
May you face life's stormy day. 

Often sweetest are the flowers 
Resting in the arms of night. 

When the dew in gentle showers 
Falls upon them soft and light ; 

So may you when night of sorrow 

Closes in the happy day. 
Prove how much of strength you borrow 

From each other day by day ; 

And when storms shall rage about you — 
When the billows angry roar. 

Though they toss, they cannot part you — 
You are one for evermore ! 
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OLD ENGLAND IS WEEPING WITH THEE. 

( On the occasion of the Fire at Chicago, October, 1871.^ 

O QUICK on the wings of the fleet winds away 

To the sufferers over the sea, 
And thus to the homeless and sorrowful say — 

Old England is weeping with thee ! 
Ah ! many a heart in the dear far-off land 

Doth throb in response to thine own ! 
And eager towards thee did she stretch forth her hand 

As soon as thy sorrow was known. 

O brothers and sisters, made homeless by fire ; 

Whose city in ruins doth lie, 
The love of you all doth our bosoms inspire, 

And swift to your succour we fly. 
The old home re-echoes the sobs of your pain. 

The mother-heart over you yearns. 
The sense of estrangement is vanished again. 

And all that is tender returns. 

O let but this sorrow unite us the more ; 
Our tears which we mingle to-day, 

O shall they not bring us more near than before ? 
For this let us earnestly pray ! 

O haste on the wings of the swift winds away 
To the sorrowing over the sea, 

And thus to the homeless and suffering say- 
Old England is weeping with thee ! 
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I WROTE A NAME MOST DEAR. 

The brilliant sun was gleaming 

Over the restless sea — 
The beach with life was teeming, 

So careless and so free ; 
Sweet children bright and merry 

Were playing on the sands — 
Cheeks scarlet as a berry, 

And little nut-brown hands ; 

The rocks were fairly ringing 

With laughter's joyous strain, 
And the birds o*er head were winging 

Their trackless way again ; 
A soft wind was prevailing, 

And many a little bark 
Was o'er the ocean sailing 

Blithe-hearted as a lark. 

I sat alone, enjoying 

The music of the waves. 
As with the sea-weed toying 

They filled the rocky caves ; 
A soothing stream of gladness 

Was welling in my breast, 
And every thought of sadness 

Was silent and at rest. 

Upon the sands beside me 

I wrote a name most dear. 
And the spray bent o'er it fondly. 

Dropping a tender tear ; 
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Soon did the sea approaching 
My writing cover o'er, 

Till nearer still encroaching 
I saw the name no more. 

No eye met mine in chiding — 

No voice my ear could reach 
To chill the glad confiding 

Of my secret to the beach ; 
I sat in silence, dreaming 

Of one who, far away, 
On my young life was gleaming 

Like sun in summer day. 



" I CAN NEVER FORGET IT AS LONG 

AS I LIVE." 

Many a time as we journey along. 

The thorns of unkindness will prick us full sore — 
Friends whom we love may yet do us a wrong 

The wounds of whose arrows will canker the more. 
In bitterness often we say yf^forgivey 
But ne'er can forget it as long as we live ! 

Is there not joy in uplifting 'again 
. Those who as suppliants lie at our feet ? 
Should not forgiveness benumb our deep pain, 

When with the sweet word we the penitent greet ? 
Then say not so bitterly, " Yes, I forgive — 
But ne'er can forget it as long as I live ! " 
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If not forgotten^ O then let it be 

Only remembered in tenderness now ! 
Forgiveness is God-like, and happy are ye 

Who in the exercise make not the vow 
Which is like a dark shade, when you say, " Iforgtve^ 
But ne'er can forget it as long as I live." 



KING CHRISTMAS. 

Come bring the holly-branches now 
With berries red and bright — 

Bring laurel, box, and mistletoe 
(Fair maidens' shy delight). 

To weave for old King Christmas' brow 
A coronet to-night 

Well set before him merry cheer — 

A welcome guest is he ! 
His welcome face for many a year 

O may we live to see ! 
While loving hearts with joy draw near 

To bend the loyal knee. 

Not in the stately hall alone 

Or palace shining fair 
Do loving hands raise him a thron 

For him a feast prepare ; 
In cottage homes he too is known 

And warmly welcomed there. 
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A PRAYER. 

When by many doubts oppressed, 
And by trials sore distressed, 
Blessed Saviour, lend Thine aid ; 
Bid me trust, nor be afraid 

When in sorrow's midnight drear 
Weak, I grope my way in fear, 
Gracious Saviour, near me be — 
Help me put my trust in Thee ! 

When o'er sense of sin I mourn. 
Helpless, anxious, and forlorn, 
Jesus, to blest Calvary 
Point me, and I'll trust in Thee. 

Should affliction overtake 
And my buoyant spirit break, 
If my hand in Thine be laid, 
I shall trust, nor be afraid. 

When earth's last fond ties shall break 
And the last adieux we speak. 
Ere the tethered spirit's free 
Help me still to trust in Thee. 

If no life beyond remained 
Nor paradise to be regained — 
No land of promise yet to see — 
Twere sweet, e'en here, to trust in Thee ! 
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But standing at the blissful gate 
Thou dost Thy ransomed children wait, 
When in their spotless garb arrayed 
They enter heaven, no more afraid. 

And still with open arms of love 
Thou'rt ever calling from above — 
Inviting souls in darkness laid 
To trust in Thee, nor be afraid. 



NELLIE'S GRAVE. 

I GAZED upon the grassy bed 

Where little Nellie lay. 
And wondered that the time had sped 

So rapidly away ; 
It seemed but yesterday to me 

I clasped her wasting form 
Within my arms so tenderly. 

As the tears fell thick and warm ; 
But many years have come and gone 

And left their trace on me 
Since my own, my darling angel one 

From suffering was set free, 
And high to yonder world of light 

Above the thought of care 
Was borne by angel bands so bright 

Eternal joys to share ; 
And yet I think of her e'en now 

Unchanged, nor older grown — 
Of the same sweet face and marble brow, 

And the youthful form IVe known. 
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I cannot grasp the mighty truth, 

Nor bend my mind to know 
That the Sfririt-forms of tenderest youth 

To perfect stature grow — 
That in that world of glorious life 

No sickly buds are seen, 
But the flowers bloom ; the pruning-knife 

No more with edges keen 
Will need to lop the drooping bough. 

For perfect life is there, 
And all in strength and beauty glow 

In the land beyond compare. 
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COME UNTO ME. 

Full of mercy and of love 
Is the blessed Saviour's call 

Sounding from the realms above — 
" Come, ye burdened sinners all." 

" Guilty, helpless, full of shame. 

Poor and wretched wanderers, come ; 

Sick and weary, halt and lame. 
Angels wait to guard you home." 

Though your hearts overflow with grief, 
Bitter, too, your cup of woe, 

Christ will give you sweet relief 
If you His salvation know. 
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AN AUTUMN EVENING. 

How beautiful ! was all my tongue could say ; 

But thousand raptured feelings filled my heart 
As o'er the smiling earth, with long survey, 

I stood and gazed one autumn eve apart. 

Thte distant lowing of the kine I heard, 
And a soft cooing from amidst the trees, 

Till one by one to sleep each tired bird 

Was rocked at length by the soft evening breeze. 

Light-hearted, tripping o'er the stubbly field. 
The laden gleaners turned their homeward way. 

Whose merry voices oft with laughter pealed. 
Now into silence softly died away. 

The setting sun its gorgeous rays outspread. 
Decking with roseate hues the western sky. 

While deepening shades of night with stealthy tread 
O'er hill and plain were drawing ever nigh. 



CHARITY. 

Blest Charity, what art thou ? alms ? 

The mite, the crust we often give 
To drive away fell want's alarms 

From those who find it hard to live ? 
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Or gifts of clothing to the poor 

Who almost naked else might be? 
Is this thy meaning, and no more ? 

Tell me, O blessed Charity ! 
Ah no ! Thou'rt something more than this — 

A spirit of a heavenly birth 
Whose presence bringeth blessedness, 

Pure joy and gladness to the earth ; 
Kind, faithful, earnest, tender love — 

Pity the most sincere and true, 
Whose chidings, gentle as the dove, 

The erring one doth comfort too. 
No sense of scorn doth fill the breast 

Towards those who stray from virtue's side ; 
Where thou dost dwell, fair, beauteous gjiest, 

Thy presence banishes all pride. 
Shows us our weakness, not om strength — 

Our daily need of daily prayer 
To guard us safe lest we at length 

Unwatching, fall into the snare. 



ETERNITY. 

How far above our finite power 

Of mind to comprehend 
Even in thought's most fi-uitful hour, 

Its depths of mysteries blend ! 
The days, the hours, the fleeting year, 

The ages rolling by. 
As but its first-drawn breath appear — 

Its first infantile sigh. 
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wondrous state ! O vast, vast space ! 
O dawnless, eveless days! 

My trembling spirit veils its face, 
And shrinks to meet your gaze ! 

1 seem to creep out from a cave 

Deep sunken in a rock 
Whose sides the briny billows lave 

With sounds the sea-birds mock, 
And looking round me as I stand 

Upon the shelving peak 
At the outstretching waters grand 

Which no dark landmarks break, 
I strain my dazzled eyes in vain 

Their boundary to discern, 
And oft they rove the space again. 

Nor satisfied return ; 
But when the night of nature flings 

Its shadows round my bed, 
And thoughts of earth and earthly things, 

Its trials, hopes, are fled. 
My spirit, from its tether freed 

Which now forbids its flight, 
Shall know and understand indeed, 

Rejoicing in the light — 
Rejoicing that my soul hath found 

Redemption from my sin. 
When in my ears the word shall sound, 
" Beloved, enter in ! " 
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THE GOOD GUIDE. 

O Lord, do Thou my footsteps guide 
O'er steeps and through the v^e ; 

Be Thou for ever by my side, 
Nor let my foes prevail. 

Thou knowest all my doubts and fears ; 

From Thee, Lord, who can hide ? 
Thou seest all the bitter tears 

That flow from conscience' tide. 

Bowed to the dust, I come to Thee 

In grief and sore distress ; 
Myself a poor lost sinner see. 

Whom Thou alone canst bless. 

Turn not away from me, my God, 

But lift me from the dust ; 
Though I deserve Thy chastening rod, 

I will Thy mercy trust. 

E'en while I'm foolish, wayward, wild. 

Incline Thine ear to me ; 
And take me back. Thy wandering child, 

Repenting bitterly ! 

Let me Thy quickening influence prove, 

Thy free salvation know ; 
Rejoicing in Thy boundless love 

My soul will thrive and grow. 
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VIOLETS AND PRIMROSES. 

Welcome, modest little flowers, 

Heralds of fair, beauteous spring ; 
Hoping for whose happy hours 

Hearts for joy and gladness sing ! 
Welcome everything that brings 

Echoes of her kindly voice, 
At whose sound the forest sings — 

Every hill-top doth rejoice ; 
Carpets for her fairy feet 

Earth is weaving everywhere ; 
Rocks rejoicing strains repeat 

In the lately silent air. 
Come again, then, beauteous flowers. 

Welcome heralds of fair spring. 
Hoping for whose happy hours 

We for very gladness sing. 



CHRISTMAS HYMN. 

With joyous shouts salute the mom ! 

Make hill and valley ring 1 
" For unto us a child is born ; 

Hail Israel's promised King ! " 

" The Wonderful, the first and last ! " 

Attending seraphs cry. 
Proclaiming loud with trumpet blast 

His Heavenly Majesty. 
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" The Counsellor ! The mighty God ! " 

Spread ye His name abroad 
Till earth shall tremble at His nod, 

And own Him as the Lord ! 

Father of everlasting might, 
Who was, nor e'er will cease, 

The Lord of endless life and light, 
Messiah I Prince of Peace I 



PARTED. 

Ofttimes to thee my spirit roams, 
O'er mountain, land, and sea — 

The sea, whose turbid water foams 
Between us ceaselessly. 

My spirit flies o'er all the space 

Which separates us now. 
To gaze on that one lovfed face, 

Whose every look I know ; 

While on the winds that sweep the main 

And dance upon the shore, 
I think I hear thy voice again. 

Sweet as in days of yore. 

How faithful and how strong our love, 

Rough shaken by the blast, 
The while these trying years shall prove- 

I would that they were past ! 
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That brighter days and happier years 
I pray we both may see ; 

Nor darksome clouds nor cruel cares 
Detain my love from me 1 
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ON PILGRIMAGE. 

Blest angels, ye whose mission 'tis to guide 
The willing pilgrim to that bright abode 

Where dwell the spirits of the purified, 
O guide me still along the thorny road ! 

When faint of heart and weary of the strife, 
Weighed down beneath a heavy load of sin, 

Be near to succour, and sustain the life 
So feebly beating my sad breast within. 

Eager to reach my blessed, blessfed home, 
Yet fainting, falling ever by the way — 

Out of the narrow pathway prone to roam. 
Guide, help, and comfort each successive day. 

Celestial light ! Bright, blest, transcendent love 
Beaming so glorious from yon happy shore 

With burning hope my inmost soul doth move 
And tempt my poisoned spirit more and more \ 
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SPRING. 

Queen of the seasons, bright, beautiful spring, 

In thy maidenly beauty draw near ; 
With laughter of children the shady groves ring — 

The violet perfumes the air ; 
While the sweet merry birdies to welcome thee sing. 

And all nature is lovely and fair. 

The streams in the meadows respond to thy smile, 

And cheerily murmur and flow ; 
The buds and the blossoms that slumber'd awhile 

In the winter, are peeping forth now ; 
The bright sun in the pastures the lambkins beguile 

Their joy at thy coming to show. 



" THY CHILDREN SHALL COME AGAIN." 

(On the Death of a Babe,) 

Tears of nature's sorrow flow 

Gazing on thy little face, 
But my heart doth humbly bow 

Since my Father's hand I trace. 
Joy He gave me in thy birth — 

Let me feel a mother's love ; 
Then my floweret from the earth 

Transplanted to the world above. 
Though my eyes with teardrops fill, 

Nature claims them as her share ; 
Heaven seems nearer to me still 

Now that my own babe is there. 
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THE OLD YEAR AND THE NEW. 

The Old Year's hours are waning fast — 
Its varied scenes all, all are past — 
Its clouds, its sunshine, and its fears — 
Its tide of many mingling tears. 
Tis midnight hour ! And earth doth wake, 
For pealing bells the silence break 
While hill and dale exulting ring 
And welcome to the New Year sing. 
Thou virgin leaf in Time's old book, 
We greet thee with a hopeful look ; 
Tablet of history soon to be — 
O may no blots be found on thee ! 
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WAITING: A SONG. 

I PROMISED John last night 

At the turning of the lane. 
When he pressed my hand so tight 

And kissed me once again, 
rd meet him at the gate 

Beside the grey old mill 
When the curfew bell tolled eight — 

And I'm waiting for him still. 

I know he's true as steel. 
And his heart is all my own, 

But the air is chill, I feel, 
And I am sad and lone ! 
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The shades are growing deep, — 
The sun has long since set, — 

Night-dews the valleys steep, 
And I'm waiting for him yet ! 

I hear my throbbing heart 

As I listen for his tread. 
And my tears unbidden start. 

But I know not what I dread ; 
The stars are shining clear, — 

Think you, could he forget ? 
Oh ! my lover is not here. 

And I'm waiting for him yet ! 



GREATEST. 

The greatest is not he who pays 

The honour so divine, 
But he who in his works and ways 

Doth most like Jesus shine. 

Be it enough for us to know 

That' Jesus loves us all. 
And will upon us each bestow 

What portions to us fall. 

The proud and lofty doth the Lord 

Unsparingly abase. 
But the meek and lowly doth reward 

With an exalted place. 
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"WE ALL DO FADE. 



» 



When green leaves wither, droop, and die 

Beneath the summer's heat, 
Our tears may bathe them as they lie 

Dry, crumpled, at our feet. 

We mourn to see the swift decay 

Of young life just begun. 
Which thrives and withers in a day 

Beneath the ardent sun. 

When like a leaf, our dear ones fade 

Beneath our watchful sight, 
Our hearts in bitter grief are made 

To mourn their sudden blight. 

Like as a leaf is to the tree 

The soul and body are ; 
The one will live eternally. 

The other death doth mar. 
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THEY WILL SMILE AGAIN. 

Though the sun is hidden often from our sight, 
And the clouds hang heavy in the leaden sky, 

Veiling from our vision scenes which shone so bright, 
They will smile again in beauty by-and-by. 

Should our hearts be mournful when old winter spreads 
Dark and sombre vestments over all the earth — 

When the tender flowers hide awhile their heads, 
And we hear no longer summer songs of mirth ? 
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All the leaves have fallen from the grand old trees ; 
Cruel winds pursue them as they haste away, 

And the tall grass waves not 'neath the gentle breeze- 
Fled are all the pleasures of sweet-scented May. 

Lisping rills are silent, and the rivers wear 

Thick and gleaming crystal on their quiet breasts ; 

Hills and lofty mountains, lately green and fair. 
Bear upon their summits bleak and snowy crests. 

But the summer-time is coming back ere long 
With its wealth of gladness and its lovely flowers 

Soon the welcome swallow will sing its joyous song. 
And again the cuckoo will hasten to her bowers. 



BRIDAL MORN. 

Joyous is the early breaking 

Of the sweet and peaceful dawn. 
When fond hearts from slumbers waking 

Rise to greet their bridal mom. 
While before the altar bending. 

Plighting there their vows of love. 
May celestial hosts attending 

Seal the sacred bonds above ! 
Growing still more close together — 

Sharing all life's joys and cares, 
O may heav'n's choice blessing ever 

Still increasingly be theirs. 
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.1 ilie songs of joy shall rise, 
\nd the sound of mirth is high, 
' '''t no wails of grief arise, ^ 
Intermixing far or nigh. 

ii would make the feast more rare, 
Sweeter, happier far, to know 

T Aery heart alike could share, 
Be its station high or low. 

Let the laurel wreath be hung. 
And the holly's rubied spray — 

Some sweet Christmas carols sung 
In the poorest home to-day. 

One glad song O let there be — 
Mutual bond of holy love, 

Goodwill, peace and unity, 
Rising other strains above. 



ONLY A LITTLE WHILE. 

Only a little while, — the storm will not last long, 

Then in the peaceful calm my voice shall rise in song ; 

Only a little while, — ^the fiiry will be o'er, — 

The night will soon have passed, and mom return once more. 

Only a little while ! Lord, give me patience still 
To live in meek submission to Thy heavenly will ! 
Only a little while, which lessens as I pray, 
And from the cares of earth my soul will pass away. 
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Only a little while ! O Jesus, can it be 

Only a little while, till I Thy face shall see, — 

Shall hear Thy gentle voice, and feel Thy anns of love, 

And dwell with Thee, blest Lord, in the bright land above ? 
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DEATH. 

O, Death, we dread thy coming near ; 
Thou takest from us those most dear ; 
Why break our circles here below 
And make hot tears of grief to flow ? 

By thee love's strongest ties are cleft, — 
Our hearts of joy and hope are reft, — 
The shades of midnight thou dost bring, — 
For sorrow resteth on thy wing ! 

What aching void, what speechless pain 
We feel when thou some friend hast ta'en ! 
How weak we are compared with thee, — 
Else should our love triumphant be. 

We may not choose to go or stay, 
Nor can we other than obey ; 
We often cannot feel thee near. 
Till suddenly thou dost appear. 

Thou art the angel of the Lord — 
Thy mission, to fulfil His word ; 
In swift obedience thou dost come 
To bear His children to their home ; 
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Sweet home of light, which knows no pain,- 
Where loving hands shall dasp again, 
And anguish never rends the heart, 
For there we never more shall part ! 

0, Death, since this is thine employ, — 
To bear the soul to heavenly joy, — 
To set the fettered spirit free, — 
We should not dread, but welcome thee ! 



A SONG OF CAPTIVITY. 

Shall I never, never more 

Tread the verdant field and lane ? 

Nor from sombre woodlands' store 
Cull the flowery gems again ? 

Shall I hear no more the lay 
Of the songbirds sweet and low 

Making vocal summer day 
As I used so long ago ? 

Shall I never hear the sound 
Of the dimpling river's song 

As it joyously doth bound 
On its unstayed course along ? 

Shall I never feel the breeze 
Scented with a thousand flowers 

Stealing softly through the trees 
In the bright and happy hours ? 
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IS THAT THE POSTMAN'S KNOCK? 

I WONDER what's the time ? 

I thought I heard the clock 
Of the parish church to chime; 

Is that the postman's knock ? 
I've been waiting all the day 

Impatient for the night, 
For my sweetheart far away 

Had promised me he'd write. 

I dare not go to see 

Though I know sl letter's there, 
For if 'tis not for me, 

I shall almost despair. 
So I can only wait 

In this tormenting doubt, 
Hoping whate'er my fate 

I shall ere long find out 



I listened for the rap 

Of the postman in the street, 
And his faintest far-off tap 

To me was music sweet. 
Ah ! I quite forgot how long 

I had thought the day to be, 
For my heart was full of song 

When the letter came for me ! 

I stirred the embers bright 
Till many a flame there grew. 

And by their fitful light 
I read my letter through. 
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Till I knew it every word. 

Now tell me, are you shocked ? 
O think, was I absurd 

Before the postman knocked ? 



WINTRY DAYS. 

O COLD, dark, wintry day, 
What beauties can you boast ? 

For e'en the sun's bright ray 
Is shortlived at the most 

Your voice is harsh indeed. 
Resounding through the air ; 

Your step is one of speed, — 
Your hand unused to spare. 

The grand old ruins shake, 
And stalwart oak-trees lurch ; 

The dismal echoes wake 
In the ivy-mantled church. 

The tenants of the tower 
With harsh, discordant cry 

Come forth, a dusky shower. 
And wildly down they fly. 

The fields so lately green 
Are bleak and barren now. 

And deep engraved are seen 
The furrows of the plough. 
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In place of all the flowers 

Which crowned the mountain brow 
Have fallen softest showers 

Of pure and feathery snow. 

Yet, cold mid-winter days, 
You have your own delight, — 

Your bright and cheerful lays, — 
Which oft our mirth invite. 



O COME WITH ME TO THE ROCKY CAVE. 

O COME with me to the rocky caves, 

And hear the deep majestic roar 
Of the surging, ever-restless waves 

Gliding along the pebbly shore ; 
Like a grand chorus full and deep 

All unconfined by walls they ring. 
And echoes waking from their sleep 

Keep measure for them while they sing. 

O listen to the tender strain ! 

Hear the sad pathos of the sea ! 
Aye, listen to its voice again, — 

Say, can there sweeter music be ? 
The passion of the soul is there — 

Its changing moods, its hopes and fears, 
Its sunshine bright, its clouds and tears, 

In fitful cadence fill our ears. 
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THE BLANK PAGE. 

(For the New Year,) 

Nothing of life has been written there — 
Nothing of ax:tion, of thought or care ; 
Not a desire to do or say — 
No record yet of a single day; 
Nothing of mourning or sigh or tear 
Soileth the page of the new-born year. 

Virgin and pure as it well can be, — 
Given in sacred trust to me, — 
Line after line must be written there — 
How must I fill it — what must it bear ? 
Many another, though well begun, 
Sadly IVe blotted before 'twas done. 

Tears have fallen and left their stain — 
Witnesses often of sorrow and pain ; 
Hopes and wishes alike sincere 
Meeting the birth of the bygone year, — 
Good resolutions, though made with care, 
Perish'd, alas ! for the lack of prayer. 

Jesus ! O may this record be 

Nothing that's dark — that grieveth Thee ! 

Holier living — a higher aim — 

More humbly walking in Thy blest name — 

Progress in Christian grace and light — 

These only may it be mine to write ! 

6—2 
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ROUND THE YULE LOG. 

Let us gather around the bright yule log to-night, 
While the shadows play in the old chamber at will ; 

Let us muse for awhile in the warm ruddy light, 
And the cricket shall dance to its own cheery trill. 

We are older, dear brothers, by many a year. 
Since as children together we played long ago ; 

But time only makes the old home still more dear. 
And a halo of brightness around it to glow. 

Yet as we thus gather, tears brim to our eyes, 
For do we not number one dear one the less ? 

Though removed from our sight to the home in the skies. 
Her spirit is with us our meetings to bless. 

How fondly and tenderly gaze we again 
On the faces of father and mother to-day ! 

Let us banish the thought, or our tears fall like rain. 
That 'tis eventide with them, and they're passing away. 

There are greetings of kindred, kind welcomes up there,. 

Whose joy is unbroken, whose peace doth remain. 
In our beautiful home all unshadowed by care. 

Fond parents and children shall gather again. 



THE WIDOW'S MITE. 

Both small and great the I-»ord receives,- 
The gifts of silver and of gold ; 

But secret almsgiving with prayer 
He most delighteth to behold. 
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More truly precious in His sight 
Would every gift we offer be 

If rendered with a perfect heart 
And clothed with deep humility. 

The widow's mite, perfumed with love- 
The utmost of her careful hoard — 

Ungrudged, unvalued, by herself, 
Was owned and valued by her Lord. 



GOD IS LOVE. 

God is love ! My soul, awake ; 

Shake off the night-clouds of thy fears ; 
Joyful songs the silence break, — 

Beams of morning dry thy tears. 

God is love ! Then wherefore grieve ? 

Wherefore murmur or repine ? 
Love should answering love receive, 

And thy Father asks for thine. 

God is love ! He pities thee 
When the raging storm alarms ; 

He would fain thy comfort be. 
And would fold thee in His arms. 

God is love ! O trust Him e'en 
When the fiercest dangers glare ; 

Thou hast oft His goodness seen, 
And hast felt His tender care. 
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God is love ! Attune thy lyre ; 

Let thy grateful praise ascend ! 
Should not this thy heart inspire 

With a joy which ne'er can end ? 

God is love ! The loves of earth 
Are but shadows of His own ; 

Poor compared, of little worth, 
Weakly shoots from off it grown. 



THE HANDS OF CHARITY. 

Let Charity's soft, loving hands 
Our bleeding wounds bind up ; 

Pass round and o'er them soothing bands^ 
And fill the healing cup. 

Her gentle voice will charm away 

The illness of the soul ; 
The weary and the grief-worn may 

Arise refreshed and whole. 

How often have we taxed our powers 

To soothe the fevered brain ! 
While through the dark, slow, passing hours 

She did her watch maintain. 

O Charity ! thou blessed friend ! 

Sweet nurse of magic skill. 
In whom all heavenly graces blend. 

Thy glorious work fulfil ! 
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The great Physician to thy care 

Consigns the sons of earth ; 
All who thy tender succour share 

Can testify thy worth. 

Life's bitterest draught doth lose its taste 
If thou dost sweetness give ; 

Thy hand can lay our sorrows waste 
And teach us to forgive. 



TO THE OLD BIBLE. 

Dear old Bible ! worn with age — 

Marked and fingered, soiled and grim,- 
Eager hands have turned thy page ; 

Anxious eyes, fast growing dim, 
Sought and found the cloudless light 

Shining full upon their way, — 
Chasing all the shades of night, — 

Leading into perfect day. 
Dear old Bible, soiled and worn ! 

Thou my bosom firiend shall be ; 
Joying with me, with me mourn, — 

Let me treasure find in thee ! 
Speak to me as unto theniy — 

Give me all I daily need, — 
Give to me the priceless gem 

Which will make me rich indeed ! 
Sacred are these soils and stains 

Which thy holy pages wear ; 
Signs of conflicts and of pains 

And of victory are there. 



^ 
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THE LAST WORD. 

If you have the last word 
In war of contention 
And cruel dissension, 
May it be one of peace ! 
The wound given blindly, 
Haste, bind it up kindly. 
That the throes may soon cease. 
O let us not double 
Life's great sea of trouble ; 
But if we would seek 
The last word to speak, 
Let it be one of /o7'e / 



SHINE AND SHADE. 

Though the shades of sable night 

Closing o'er the scene so fair, 
Hide from us the landscape bright. 

Still we know that it is there. 
Heavy clouds may cap the hills. 

And the leaves so soft and green 
Bending o'er the lisping rills 

Weep in solitude unseen. 

Though we cannot see the flowers, 
We enjoy their sweet perfume, 

And in morning's early hours 
We shall see them brighter bloom. < 
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Silence reigns o'er all around, — 

Earth is draped in shadows grim, 
But with dawn will come the sound 

Of her grateful matin hymn. 

O'er the scene the night-shades close, 

Hiding every beam of day ; 
Mom returning doth disclose 

It hath taken naught away. 
Gayer all the flowers appear, — 

Brighter every field and lane, — 
Gladness beameth far and near 

When the sun shines forth again. 

Let us, when the shadows fall 

Dark and heavy over us, 
Learn this lesson, one and all — 

God is speaking to us thus. 
Let us through the weary night 

Trust the hand we cannot see ; 
So with dawn's returning light 

We may peaceful, happy be. 

If the sun for ever shone. 

We should cease to prize its beams ; 
When its brilliant rays are gone, 

O how dark and drear earth seems ! 
And with rapture do we meet 

Its returning face again. 
Absent, it has grown more dear ; 

Coming, it doth banish pain. 
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CLOTHED IN WHITE. 

O THAT I were clothed in white 
Like yon bride so sweet and fair ! 

That a wreath of flowers might 
Nestle softly in my hair ! 



If thou'rt married to thy Lord, — 
Wedded to Him in true love, — 

Feasting on His every word, — 
Thou shalt dwell with Him above ; 

Clad in robes of snowy white. 
Decked with heavenly-tinted flowers, 

Glad and happy in His sight 
In the blessed golden hours. 

But no blemish must remain — 
Thou a faithful bride must be, — 

Pure thy heart of sinful stain. 

Ere the Bridegroom clotheth thee. 
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BONNY WEE LOVE! 

•I 

BoNNY wee love so frail and fair 
With soft blue eyes and golden hair. 
Whose voice is sweet as any bird 
Or harpstring by the soft wind stirred. 
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Bonny wee love, whose fairy feet 
So swiftly come a kiss to meet 
With little lips of ruby hue 
And sweet as violets steeped in dew. 

Bonny wee love, who every day 
Doth shed a perfume on her way ; 
Bright as the gayest of the flowers 
Which bloom in summer's golden hours. 

Bonny wee love ! How dear thou art ! 
So tiny, yet can fill my heart ; 
The pressure of thy trusting hand 
Doth make me richest in the land. 

Bonny wee love, whose head doth rest 
In true confiding on my breast, 
What else could kindred rapture bring 
As having thee, thou winsome thing ! 



OUR ETERNITY. 

O SOLEMN thought, and yet how grand,- 
We build our own eternity ! 
For joy or woe it still must be 

Moulded and fashioned by our hand. 

Would we have beauty, joy, or peace 
Adorn our home in yonder sphere. 
We must be diligent while hercy 

That nothing may its walls deface. 
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THE IVY. 

The ivy green, I love it well — 

Its glinting leaves of gladness tell — 

Its mission seemeth to enfold 

In its strong arms the ruins old. 

Its branches brace the tottering pile 

As though from weakness to beguile, — 

To hide beneath its mantle green 

Footprints which mark where Time hath been. 

Once in magnificence yon tower 

Reared its proud head above the glade, 

And foliage of summer hour 

Athwart its sunlit windows strayed. 

The gentle slopes were trimly mown, 

And scarce a daisy dared intrude. 

Or, if it ventured, bloomed alone, — 

Else perished in its solitude. 

But now a wealth of flowers bloom, 

And branches all the trenches close ; 

A tender pathos charms the gloom 

And lends a grandeur to repose. 



LOOKING TO JESUS. 

O Jesus ! could we ever wait 
To fix our anxious eyes on Thee 

When earthly cares with crushing weight 
Are pressing on us heavily, 

Our fearful courage would grow strong, 

And joy the burden of our song. 
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It is because we try to bear 
Our cross alone we often fall, 

Forgetting, Lord, in all our care, 
That we for help on Thee must call. 

Hast Thou not said, " O sore oppressed. 

Come hither — I will give you rest " ? 
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HOME. 

Home should be a sunny place, — 

Brightest, happiest of earth. 
Where sweet peace illumes each face 

And the purest thoughts have birth ; 
Where the most endearing ties 

Bind the many hearts in one, 
And the truest sympathies 

Do as gentle rivers run. 
Tis at home we each should find 

Best and sweetest of all charms, — 
Language ever good and kind, — 

Perfect rest in love's fond arms. 
Tender hands should wipe away 

Sorrow's stains from off each cheek, 
Lips which know not to betray 

Should in soothing measure speak. 
There should blessM Charity 

Like a queen her throne sustain, 
And her subjects loyally 

All her holy laws maintain. 
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OLD PLAYMATES. 

DONALD. 

Dear Elsie, in your flowery dell 

Beneath the hawthorn tree 
Wliose scented blossoms o'er us fell. 

Oft have I wedded thee. 
You used to come to meet me, dear. 

With floral offerings oft, 
And I unhindered ventured near 

To kiss thy cheek so soft. 

ELSIE. 

Tis true, I've known you all my life, — 

Our friendship is long tried. 
And you have called me " littie wife," 

When we played side by side. 
But, Dgnald, times have changed to-day,- 

We were but children then, — 
The dear old past is far away. 

And boys have grown to men. 

DONALD. 

Come, Elsie, let's not strangers be ! 

My lave has never changed, 
But to grow warmer still for thee — 

Is thine from me estranged? 
Has one more favoured won thy heart, 

To whom sweet smiles thou'lt give ? 
O say not, love, that we must part. 

And e'en as strangers live ! 
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ELSIE. 

But, Donald, you have grown so tall, — 

You don't look like the same ; 
I thought you would forget it all, 

Even your playmate's name. 
I've loved you all those weary years 

You've been so far away, 
And every night, 'mid silent tears, 

I've prayed to see this day ! 

DONALD. 

O breeze and brook, sing soft and low, — 

Sing for my love and me ! 
And while our hearts with joy o'erflow — 

We'll gladly list to ye. 
O green meads dappled o'er with flowers. 

And shady, moss-grown lane, 
Re-echo with this bliss of ours ; 

We meet, and love again ! 



MERRY LITTLE SUNBEAM. 

Merry little sunbeam, decked in golden sheen, 
Come and tell me truly whither hast thou been, 
Dancing here and there, so busy all the day, — 
What hast thou been doing ? Tell me now, I pray. 
Peeping through my window in the early morn 
Did I see thee first, as soon as day was born. 
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Many other chambers didst thou visit too, — 
Many dismal sights were open to thy view, — 
Many sleepless eyes which, wearied of the night, 
Gladly hailed the coming of thy presence bright. 
And to homes of mourning thou hast been to-day,- 
Tears of childish sorrow thou hast wiped away. 

Merry little sunbeam, would that I could be 
In my sphere of labour diligent as thee ! 
Thou art ever joyous, flitting to and fro, — 
Weariness nor flagging thou dost never know, — 
Doing all thy duty, happy in thy love, 
Scattering around thee germs of heaven above. 



MARCH. 

Here comes March, as full of noise 

As a troop of romping boys, — 

Dancing, whistling on his way, — 

Crying like them, too, Hurray ! 

" Look," says he, " here's something fine 

In your curly locks to twine — 

Primroses and violets blue 

And lovely little snowdrops too ; 

Here are golden crocus rare 

To place among them here and there ; 

And then these pretty, graceful ferns 

Will do to mix with them in turns. 

IVe brought some little lambs with me, — 

They're bleating yonder in the lea. 
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They love to nip the tender grass 

Which overlies the mountain pass ; 

To venture near the river's brink 

And take a cool, refreshing drink, 

While serious ewes are waiting near 

In attitude of anxious fear. 

The birds will soon be coming now 

To sing their carols sweet and low, 

For bright young leaves roof o'er each nest 

Which doth 'tween spreading branches rest 

When April comes she must not see 

One dead or dry leaf on the tree, 

And so I'll use my utmost might 

To drive them all from out her sight, 

And when I've done my work I'll go 

(For you'll be glad enough, I know). 

My face is marked with lines of care. 

But sister April is so fair." 



ON THE DEATH OF A MOTHER, 

MOTHER ! why this tear 
Which courses down my cheek ? 

1 would that thou wert here — 
That I could hear thee speak. 

I miss thy kindly face, 

Thy ministry of love — 
I see thy vacant place, 

For thou hast gone above. 
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O mother, thou hast gone 

Far from my tear-dimmed sight ; 
This heart is sad and lone, 

Which once was gay and bright. 
The house of joy is shorn. 

While all things speak of thee 
From dewy eve till morn — 

Of thee, and only thee. 

O mother ! Can my heart 

Find words to tell its pain ? 
It is so hard to part. 

And parted, to remain 
Till o'er life's western hills 

For me its setting sun 
Like crimson dew distils 

When my short race is run. 

mother, that I might 

Kiss off each cloud of care, 
And smoothe with touches light 

Each line thy brow did wear. 
And tell thee o'er and o'er 

Thou couldst not dearer be. 
Thy gentle arms once more 

In love encircling me. 

Dear mother, in thy love 

I feel thy spirit near ; 
Though in thy home above, 

Thou still art with me here. 
Thou in the glo.ious light 

Of the celestial day — 

1 in the depths of night 
Tread on my lonely way. 
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TO-MORROW. 

(Set to Music by Wm. Smallwood,) 

When our hearts are overwhelmed with troubles and fears, 

We sigh for the untried to-morrow ; 
We look for its coming in sadness and tears 
To bring us relief from our sorrow. 

To-morrow, to-morrow, we look for thy birth 
To bring us relief from the trials of earth. 

There is hope in the uncertain future alway — 

At midnight we sigh for the dawning ; 
When sadly oppressed with the cares of to-day 
We look for the bright morrow morning. 

To-morrow, to-morrow, we look for thy birth 
To bring us relief from the trials of earth. 

And thus may we ever when burdened with grief 

Drink hope from the far distant fountain ; 
We should perish indeed if we found no relief 
When climbing life's perilous mountain. 

To-morrow, to-morrow, we look for thy birth 
To bring us relief from the trials of earth. 

To-morrow with promise of blessing doth rise 

As stars in the firmament gleaming. 
And shadows drift fast from our tear-bedimmed eyes 
At thought of to-morrow's glad beaming. 

To-morrow, to-morrow, we look for thy birth 
To bring us relief from the trials of earth. 
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TELL ME, QUEEN OF GIPSIES. 

MAN. 

TELL me, queen of gipsies, prithee tell to me 
And quickly if thou canst, what will my fortune be ? 

1 dream of noble deeds — of bright and glorious fame, 
And all things pure and good to circle round my name. 
This sense of future greatness, will it pass away 

And dry upon life's sands, like spray in summer day ? 

GIPSY. 

My son, show me thy palm ere I thy fortune tell ; 

It must be crossed with gold, that nought may break the spell. 

I trace upon thy hand deep lines by which I read 

If thou actest truly thou wilt be great indeed. 

With an untiring zeal thy every aim pursue, 

And thou at length shalt find a rich reward accrue. 

MAN. 

tell me, queen of gipsies, have I long to wait ? 
My soul is hot and restless — yearning to be great ! 

1 would that thou shouldst tell me where my path doth lie, 
For present into future passeth quickly by ; 

I must be up and doing — leave all minor things, 
And ever work alone for that which honour brings. 

GIPSY. 

My son, thou must be patient ; wings are not for thee ; 
By step and step the ladder must ascended be ; 
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My little deeds well done, with diligence and care, 
Must form the one foundation for a structure fair. 
And those who leave the pathway — scorn the beaten track, 
Oft wander wild and wide, but to it must come back. 



MAN. 

tell me, queen of gipsies, shall I not be great ? 
Toiling and striving ever — is this to be my fate? 

1 deemed that I was destined to win high renown — 
That I should be a hero, and wear a conqueror's crown ; 
Yet now thou speakest only of labour and of toil, 

And years of patient waiting ere I reach the spoil 

GIPSY. 

My son, thy fortune will be the work of thy own hand ; 
Think not that golden portals open to thee stand. 
The prizes are for winners— laurels gained in strife — 
In honourable warfare on the field of life. 
Go : and be earnest, faithful, e'en in little things — 
For this alone, believe me, lasting honour brings. 
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TO THE LARK. 

O TELL me, lark, the burden of the lay 
Which floweth from thy throat in vocal tide 

When in the mom thou upward wing'st thy way 
Till fleecy clouds from us thy form do hide. 
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Would that like thee I could to heaven ascend 
And bear my praise above in measure sweet — 

Like thee arise unfettered, and so wend 

My way where morning's golden sunbeams meet. 

Above the mist which drapes the mountain brow, 

Leaving behind thee every saddening thing, 
Thou art thy onward way pursuing now 

While with thy praise heav'n's azure arches ring. 
Sing on, glad lark ! I fain would follow thee 

And catch the spirit of thy joyous song 
So rich and clear, so full of melody, — 

I hear thee now ! O sing, sweet bird ! sing on ! 
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EVENING. 

O EVENING ! sense of peace and rest 

Steals o'er earth when thou drawest nigh. 
And Nature, leaning on thy breast 

Succumbs to thy soft lullaby. 
Deep silence reigns o'er all, save we 

Can hear the chirping corncrake's song 
And ceaseless murmuring o'er the lea 

Where rivers softly glide alorig. 

O evening ! when life's day shall close 
May I enjoy sweet sense of rest. 

And thus as peacefully repose 
As weary nature, on thy breast ! 
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May sounds of music greet my ear 
And break the stillness of the night, 

Till in yon bright and cloudless sphere 
Heaven's untold glories meet my sight I 



h <* xx^"^ y-» »-\ r> '^•>y»^>^ /xyx_^>.j^. <^ --vvx rx .rs x^ xv /-v » ■» ^^ *V-^ 



SPRING. 

Hail to thee; gladsome Spring ! 

Fresh as the breaking morn ; 
Praise to thee all things sing, 

Joying that thou art born ; 
Coming to chase away 

Old winter's shadows grim, 
Love we thy joyous lay 

And thy soft matin hymn. 
Pressing thy loving lips 

On Nature's cheerless brow, 
She of thy cordial sips 

Rich from thy chalice now ; 
Soon will she lift her eyes 

Up to thy face of love, 
And strains of mirth uprise 

All other sounds above. 
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SONG. 

Little boat, bonny boat ! bear me away 
Over the breast of the water so bright ; 

Now the glad sunshine doth over it play, 
Tinging its ripples with rare golden light. 

Little boat, bonny boat ! there 'neath the trees 

Drooping so gracefully over the lake, 
Moved by the breath of the sweet summer breeze,— 

There, if you please, we our way will betake. 

Little boat, bonny boat ! where the bright flowers 
Hang in rich garlands the water above, 

There will I moor thee, while 'midst the gay bowers 
Gladly my heart sings the song of its love ! 

Little boat, bonny boat ! gaily we go. 
Careless and free as a bird of the air ; 

Whither we're going, ah ! no one will know — 
My joy's too deep for another to share ! 



MORNING. 

O ROSY morning ! fresh and strong. 
Now bounding from the arms of night 

And coming forth with gleeful song 
To meet the golden sunbeam's light, 
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When nature hears thy nimble feet 
She opens wide her waking eyes, 

While from the face of flowerets sweet 
Thy hand each lingering teardrop dries. 

O lovely morning ! fair and young, 

We gladly haste to welcome thee ! 
Where lately sable shadows hung 

Thy sweet, refreshing light we see. 
Again the sounds of gladsome mirth 

Mix with the busy hum of life ; 
The sunshine gleameth o'er the earth 

As man begins his daily strife. 
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TO SOME FLOWERS SENT FROM HOME 

IN A LETTER. 

O flow'rets sweet, which in the garden grew 

Where I so oft in childhood's days have played 
Ere yet my heart one gloomy shadow knew, 

Or care across my sunny path had strayed. 

How oft in thought I am a child once more 

Sitting beneath the dear old apple tree. 
And once again as in the days of yore 

Can feel its scented blossoms fall on me ! 


O tender flowers ! the wintry tempests beat 

Around you oft, and lay your meek heads low. 

But ye arise to bloom again more sweet 

From every storm which doth around ye blow. 
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MILLY. 

MiLLY of the wondrous eyes, — 
Merry mischief in them lies, — 
Dark locks laughing at the sun, — 
How I love thee, little one ! 

Musical thy fairy tread, — 
Witching sweet thy lips so red ; 
May God's face upon thee shine. 
Pretty, kissing pet of mine ! 



COME GATHER FLOWERS ! 

Come where the sweet laburnum trees 
Bend 'neath their wealth of golden flowers. 

And where the hum of honey-bees 

Sounds pleasant 'midst the fragrant bowers. 

Come where the spreading oak trees twine 

Their leafy branches overhead 
Through which the merry sunbeams shine 

And kiss the ground with flow'rets spread. 

Come where the bright and sparkling spring 
Flows in a stream from the mountain side. 

And where the heathclad moorlands ring 
Loud with the songbird's vocal tide. 

Come, friends, oh ! come, and with me rove 
Through tangled wood and mossy lane. 

And from the carpet of the grove 
Bear flow'ry treasures home again. 
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GOOD-BYE. 

Good-bye, beloved ! This prayer for thee 

Uprises warmly from my heart ; 
What fitter breathing can there be 

Than " God be with you," though we part ? 

Good-bye, beloved ! Great Saviour, thus 

Our friends commit we to Thy care ; 
Be ever near to comfort us 

In answer to our parting prayer ! 
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THE VILLAGE GIRL'S HOME. 

Tis but a straw-thatched cottage 
With whitewashed walls, I know ; 

But 'tis hotne^ though ne'er so humble — 
I feel to love it so ! 

My bright and happy childhood 

Beneath its roof was spent. 
Ere thought of care or sorrow 

Was with its noontide blent. 

IVe watched the roses blooming 

The latticed panes around, 
And the fragrant jasmine shedding 

White showers on the ground. 

And the laburnums dripping 
With gold from every bough, 

And the graceful lilacs holding 
Their purpled branches low. 
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I love the old green meadows 
Around this lowly cot, — 

The banks where oft I've gathered 
The blue forget-me-not ; 

The woods, though they look sombre 
In summer's verdant dress. 

And e'en in dreary winter 
I love them not the less. 

I love the dark grim shadows 
Which linger in the dells. 

But best the peace and quiet 
Which in my home e'er dwells. 

No 'scutcheons deck its ceiling, 

No glory can I see, 
But I love its kindly shelter — 

It is " Home, sweet home," for me ! 



MARRIED IN MAY. 

Borne hither on the breezes light, 
O'er emerald hills and mossy dells, 

And mixing with the sunshine bright 
Cometh the sound of wedding bells. 
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And listening to their cheery lay 

I breathe a warm wish from my heart 

That from the twain made one to-day 
The joy of May ne'er may depart ; 

That all its wealth of fragrant flowers 
May bloom about their pathway still, — 

The music of its gladsome hours 

Throughout their lives unceasing trill. 

If care should cast its sombre shade 

Across life's sky, so blue to-day, 
O may they trust, nor be afraid. 

But each in each still find their May. 
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TO THE SNOWDROP. 

O SWEET little flower, I greet thee with joy. 

Thou fairest and first of bright spring's floral train ! 

Thou'rt ever so gentle, so modest and coy ; 
How gladly I welcome thy blooming again ; 

O sweet little snowdrop, whom cold winds oft kiss 

And icicles clasp in a rigid embrace, 
Our bosoms are filled with a sense of true bliss, 

For dawn of fresh hope do we read in thy face ! 
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A PRAYER. 

O Jesus, let Thy holy peace 

Like the reviving dew 
Upon my drooping spirit fall. 

And life and health renew. 

Ah ! wherefore is this deep unrest, — 
This groping in the night ? 

Tis that I fail to feel Thee near — 
My Strength, my Hope, my Light. 

Oft in life's moments of sharp pain 
My clasping hands grow weak. 

And faith within my heart expires 
Till I can hear Thee speak ; 

Then doth a sense of joyful trust 

Like some celestial beam 
Shed o'er my sorrow-darkened way 

A bright and cheering gleam. 



LOOKING UNTO JESUS. 

O Jesus, ever may my eyes 

Be looking unto Thee, — 
From Thee receive their glad surprise,- 

Do Thou my haven be. 
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And let no clouds obstruct my sight. 

Be Thou my perfect rest 
When in the weary hours of night 

I lean upon Thy breast 

Dear Jesus, call me back again 
Oft as my footsteps stray, 

And when all human help is vain 
Be Thou my strength and stay. 



» *%.*xx>'xxx'x,*-vrv^N^^*'\/"v#vr»>» 



MEMORY. 

O MIND ! thine is a wondrous power ! 

No prison fetters cling to thee ! 
The brightest and the darkest hour 

Bear witness thou art free ! 
To me thou bringest from the past 

Refreshing memories again 
Of joys which, speeding all too fast, 

Let but an aching void remain. 
Thou rousest from their silent sleep 

Fond echoes which have died away ; 
Where late the shadows hung most deep, 

The sunbeams shimmer bright to-day. 
Thou span'st with bridges o'er the stream 

Of present care and toil and pain, 
And lurest us in pleasant dream 

To revel in the past again. 



112 FIRESIDE LAYS. 



When morning dawned and hope was rife, 

And gay and golden gleamed the hours, 
And when, childlike, I thought that life 

Till death was thickly strewn with flowers ; 
But some. have drooped about my feet, — 

The night winds nipped them as they lay ; 
Though dead to me, they still are sweet — 

Sweet, though they wither and decay. 

memory, ever-faithful friend. 

Thou can'st restore life's picture still, 
And all its lights and shadows blend 

With more than a magician's skill ; 
For on the canvas of the mind 

Spring's hope, and summer's rare delight, 
Autumn and winter's joy we find, — 

Their promise, reaping, and their blight. 
And standing thus, while looking back. 

There's many a bright and sunny spot. 
And all along the beaten track 

Still blooms the wee forget-me-not. 

1 hear the pleasant meadows ring 
With echoes of my happy lay. 

While all the glory of the spring 
Revives within my heart to-day. 
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GARDEN SCENE ("LOTHAIR") 



LOTHAIR. 



" Say, must I leave this fairy bower, 
The only one without a flower ? " 

CORISANDE. 

" Nay, gather for thyself, my lord, 

The best my garden doth afford ; 

Twould please me well that thou shouldst take 

A flower, and keep it for my sake. 

LOTHAIR. 

" The sweetest of them all would be 
The one thy hand had culled for me." 
She leant across the fragrant bed 
To pluck a rose of deepest red, 
And from a stem the finest broke, 
While he in fervent accent spoke — 
" The blossom that I most should prize 
Within thy own sweet keeping lies ; 
O let me from this garden bear 
The flower to me so pure and rare ! " 
And this she gave, 'mid shower of tears. 
For had it not been his for years ? 
No other hand e'er held the flower 
She gave him in that happy hour ! 
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A CHILD'S NIGHT MUSINGS. 

From her chamber window peering 
Stood a little child one night 

As the deepening shadows nearing 
Mingled with the waning light. 

Soon the landscape, faint and fainter^ 
Which she loved to look upon 

Lay a gloomy mass before her, — 
All its grace and form were gone. 

Gazing thus, her eyes grew tearful 
Now that day's last beam had fled, 

While her little heart was fearful ; 
To herself she softly said — 

" Who will mind the sheep, I wonder ? 

For the shepherd cannot see, — 
And the cattle grazing yonder, 

O, how lonely they will be ! 

" Grandpa says the Saviour keepeth 
Watch o'er all things here below ; 

That He slumbereth not nor sleepeth, 
Nor doth ever weary grow. 

" Are the stars so brightly beaming, 
And the moon with silvery light 

O'er the darkened earth now streaming 
Helps to Jesus in the night ? 
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" Does the moon shine round the steeple 
So that He should see the way 

To the homes of all His people^ 
When the sun has gone away? 

" Jesus ever stands beside me 
When I say my evening prayer 

And though all is dark around me 
I His watchful love may share.' 
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THE NIGHT BEFORE THE WEDDING. 

I'm going to be married to-morrow, 

But I have no grand bridal dress, 
Though why should I over it sorrow, — 

Since Willie will love me no less ? 
When we stand side by side at the altar 

To plight there our vows of true love, 
Will the thought of my dress make me falter, 

Or the want of a snowy-white glove ? 

Ah, no ! for my heart brimmeth over 

With love for my dear village lad ; 
That no veil will my blushing face cover 

Perhaps my love will but be glad. 
I cannot take with me a dower — 

Tis little wealth that I can give, 
But I'll help him all in my power, 

In sunshine or shade, while I live. 

8—2 
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ni bind up my hair in the morning 

In plaits, with great neatness and care, 
And then for my bridal adorning 

My Sabbath-day gown I shall wear ; 
On my hat I will fasten some roses 

From the tree at the side of the door, — 
In my bosom that dearest of posies 

My Willie gave me ; nothing more. 

No bride in her shimmer of satin 

Can ever more glad-hearted be. 
Though she steps on the flower-strewn matting 

While the wedding-bells ring merrily ; 
For I shall be rich beyond measure 

When dear Willie calls me his wife, 
For the love of his heart is my treasure, — 

The joy of my bosom, my life ! 



THE WATERCRESS GIFLL. 

See yonder child so frail and fair, 
With azure eyes and sunny hair ; 
While yet the dew is on the grass 
Her naked feet will o'er it pass, — 
A weight of care in her young face, — 
A cruel urging in her pace. 

The daisy and the crow-foot bright 
Which bring to childhood such delight 
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She scarcely e'en doth seem to heed^ 
But presses on with quickened speed, 
And to the sparkling stream doth go 
Where crisp young watercresses grow. 

She lightly steps from stone to stone 
To gather those most tender grown, 
And then doth solemnly survey 
The promise for the coming day, 
And ponders much within her mind 
Upon the wealth she'll leave behind. 

Her basket, bottomless and old, 

By cunning art now made to hold 

The dripping treasures of the stream 

Which in the early sunlight gleam, — 

Then quickly to the town she hies. 

And there " Young watercress ! " she cries. 

And while she treads the busy streets 
Her heart too often anxious beats ; 
For her, at home, there waiteth still 
Some hungry mouths she fain would fill, — 
An ailing mother, very poor. 
Who cold and want can ill endure, — 

Who listens for her drawing nigh 
And counts the moments as they fly; 
Her loving kiss and pitying word 
The child's hard toil full well reward. 
While with what thankful hearts they share, 
And gladly hail their frugal fare ! 
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O watching angels, can it be 

That from such haunts of poverty 

Ye bear the sacrifice away 

Of grateful praises day by day ? 

Yet oft where plenty doth abound 

Your ears ne'er catch one thankful sound ! 
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THY PEACE. 

Thy peace, blest Saviour, now impart- 
Thy holy, heavenly peace ; 

My heart's desire sanctify — 

Then will its warfare cease. 

that I could forever feel 
Thine arms upholding me,— 

That in all danger I could cleave 
To Thee, and only Thee ! 

Too oft like one bereft of sight 

I feebly grope my way, 
And from Thy side, O Jesus, oft 

How sadly do I stray ! 

And weary, O so weary. Lord, 
Oft tortured with alarms, 

1 come in shame and grief to Thee, 
To shelter in Thy arms ! 
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AFFLICTION'S CRY. 

Jesus, Thou Fountain of all love Divine, 
Show me Thy gracious presence now \ 

O let Thy bright effulgence o'er me shine, 
Lift up my head, which droopeth low ! 

Help me in trust upon Thy Word to dwell. 

Nor let my weakness dim my sight ; 
The clouds of night in mercy now dispel ; 

Give me to hail the dawn's sweet light ! 

When pain and suffering afflict my frame, 

And cares of earth my soul alarm, 
May I find comfort in Thy holy name, — 

Strength to support me in Thine arm ! 

Thy love, dear Jesus, deign to manifest ; 

I come in grief and tears to Thee ; 
•O lay my weary head upon Thy breast. 

And speak some healing words to me ! 

Let not the tumult of the storm arise 
To drown Thy voice within mine ear. 

And when earth-shadows hide Thee from mine"eyes 
Give me \.ofeel Thee ever near ! 
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CHRISTMAS IS COMING. 

Christmas is coining ! O welcome it now ! 

Dance, merry maid, 'neath the mistletoe bough ! 
Pile the yule logs on the bright crackling fire ; 

Laugh, joyous youth, to thy heart's full desire ! 
Bright be thy life as the berries so red, — 

Pure as ihe snow which is falling overhead ! 
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THE LITTLE PILGRIM'S PATHWAY. 

There is a path, could we but see, 

By infant footsteps trod ; 
Fair angels lead them lovingly 

Up to the throne of God. 

And O, methinks it must be sweet 

To see them coming home 
With joy-lit face, and eager feet 

Which never seek to roam ; 

To watch the buds each day unfold 

Their petals to the sun, 
Which wither not through heat or cold, 

But perfect bloom each one. 
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And Jesus tenderly doth look 

Upon the opening flowers, 
Whose names are written in His book 

As blooming in His bowers. 

His angels tend them as they grow, — 

It is their great delight ; 
The smallest bud in heaven, we know. 

Is precious in God's sight 
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THE FALLING SNOW. 

It is snowing fast, and a mantle white 
Doth cover the landscape far and near ; 

Fm watching the scene with a strange delight, 
While the wind's low muffled wail I hear ; 

And I think as I watch the feathery snow,-»— 

As I hear the wind so sad and low, — 

It is like the hurry of angel-feet 

Bringing to earth a message sweet 
From the world of light 
By the snowflakes white ! 

While the earth in voice of sore distress 

By the mournful wind doth its need confess. 
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A SUMMER DAY. 

The sun is bright and warm to-day, 
And through the clustering trees 

I see the thin blue smoke-wreaths stray 
While toying with the breeze. 

The air is fragrant with the scent 
Of new-mown hay and flowers, 

And honey-bees with full content 
Employ the sunny hours. 

As standing 'neath the hedge for shade 
Beside the whimpling brook 

The cattle out upon the glade 
All wear a dreamy look. 

The swallow dips its drooping wing 

Into the dimpled lake. 
While o'er its surface countless rings 

The darting fishes make. 

There is a sense of perfect rest 
Spreads o'er the sunny land, 

For summer lies on Nature's breast 
And clasps her by the hand. 
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KINDNESS. 

O WHO can measure kindness, 

Or estimate its worth — 
That strongest link which binds us 

Together here on earth ? 

No riches can obtain it, 

However vast they be ; 
Tis lovely beyond telling 

When found in purity. 

It is the willing service 
Of love within the heart, 

Which rises all unbidden 
And hath no counterpart — 

The healing touch in sickness, 
The loving words we speak. 

In moments of deep sorrow 
When we to comfort seek. 

The poorest of God's creatures 

Full often do possess 
In overflowing measure 

The power to help and bless. 
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THY FRIENDSHIP. 

O Saviour, that I might for ever feel Thee near, 

Not only when the hours are sorrowful and drear, 

When tossed upon life's sea, and storms are raging high. 

And danger and destruction are drawing still more nigh — 

Not only when my heart is melting with its woe. 

Not only then^ blest Lord, would I Thy friendship know ; 

But when the glorious days of peace and love are mine, — 
Whtn dazzling beams of pleasure about my pathway shine, — 
When friends are faithful-hearted, and all things gleam most 

fair, — 
E'en then, O Lord, may I most truly feel Thee near ! 
Make holy by Thy blessing the poorest joys of earth ; 
Without Thy smile on me what are life's pleasures worth? 
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HE KNOWETH BEST. 

When our loved ones are torn from our tender embrace^- 

When the earthy is laid in the tomb, — 
For us there is darkness in every place, 

And anguish and loneness and gloom ; 

When the voice that has cheered us so often before 

Will never more fall on our ears, 
The kind hand which once led us will lead us no more 

Though we may shed torrents of tears. 
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We feel it so hard to be parted from those 
Whose friendship was life's dearest tie ! 

For those on whose bosoms we fondly repose 
Are stricken full often and die. 

Our mournings are bitter, " too soon, O too soon ! " 
Our hearts in their anguish complain ; 

The day of our dear one had scarcely reached noon, 
Lord, give us our cherished again ! 

The future is dark, and no speck that is bright 

Doth meet our dim, sorrowful gaze ; 
We will not be comforted, — evermore night 

Must fill up our measure of days ! 

O could we but see when so sorely distressed 

What slowly we afterwards learn, 
That, sad though the parting, God knoweth the best, 

Our hearts with thanksgiving would bum. 

How grand is the thought that none other can fill 
Our place here on earth or in heaven ! 

Our Father with infinite wisdom and skill 
To each hath a spirit-home given. 

He knoweth the time, and He only doth know 
When the mansions are ready above ; 

'Tis wisdom concealeth the time till we go. 
Compassion and tenderest love ; 

For when should we ever be willing to part, 
And stretch out our arms to the skies. 

Or tear from our bosom the loved of our heart, - 
Snap asunder earth's tenderest ties ? 
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A THOUGHT. 

Though the sun is brightly beaming 

And the winds sigh soft and low, 
Strains of festive mirth are streaming 
Round above me as I go. 

Though my feet may press the flowers 
Which athwart my pathway bloom, 

Well I know the passing hours 
Bear me onward to the tomb. 

Here it has been bright and pleasant, — 
Time has glided swift away, — 

Are its pleasures evanescent ? 
Will they stand in the Great Day ? 

When the shadows softly falling 
Usher in life's last long night, 

Shall I then, its joys recalling. 

Wish the day had been less bright ? 



A WEDDING WISH. 

I WISH you, beloved ones, the greatest of joy. 
The sweetness, the nearness, the fulness of love,- 

I'he trust of affection, unmixed with alloy, 
Akin to the life of the angels above. 



J 
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Each day evermore may your hearts grow more one, — 

More close may the love-bands encompass you round, — 
May each to the other be always a sun, 

And ever a friend the most faithful be found. 
O long may you gather the brightest of flowers, 

And bask in the sunshine of midsummer day. 
And long may the shadows of life's sombre hours 

Be, 'ere o'er your pathway unwelcome they stray. 
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TO A MOTHERLESS LITTLE GIRL. 

Dear little one, thy voice so clear 
Is like sweet music in niine ear, 
And when my heart would else repine 
I take thy little hand in mine, 
The softening tears suffuse mine eyes. 
And with them every murmur dies. 
Thy infant heart can never know 
How early and how deep the woe 
That left thy father only thee 
To love and cherish tenderly ! 
The dearest name a child can tell 
Has ceased upon thy lips to dwell, 
Yet do I think thy mother will 
O'er her dear babe be watching still. 
Oft thou hast led me from the shade 
With thee to tread the sunny glade, 
And when the night time gloom is deep 
Thy gentle voice shall bid me sleep. ' 
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Like a bright angel by my side 
Back to the green hills thou shalt guide, 
Nor will we sing our saddest song, 
As side by side we go along. 
Forever nearer and more near 
Doth time of cloudless joy appear, 
When we shall clasp in love again 
Those whom we parted from in pain. 
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WHEN SPRING IS BORN. 

Tis time for joy ! come let us sing 

A song of gaiety and mirth, 
Till every hill and vale doth ring 

To welcome lovely spring-time's birth ! 

The dreary days of frost and snow. 
The barren bleakness, all are fled, 

And perfumed breezes gently blow 

Sweet showers of blossoms o'er our head. 

The far-off woods so black and bare 
Lose the grim outline of the trees, 

Which now a soft green vesture wear 
Of leaves, which kiss the playful breeze. 

The hawthorn decks the moss-grown lane. 
And sheds its fragrance all around. 

While fragile flowers bloom again. 
And earth in beauty doth abound. 
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With golden gorse and purple heath 
The lofty mountain-tops are decked, 

While shady valleys far beneath 

With flocks of lambs and sheep are flecked. 

The air is full of thankful song 
Of twittering birds and humming bees 

And brooks which smoothly glide along 
Beneath an avenue of trees. 

But sweetest of all sounds I hear, — 
Of all the gladsome ones to-day, 

Is that which greets my listening ear 
Of children laughing as they play. 



HIS LOVE WAS A VILLAGE MAID. 

Fair Jenny sat listening beside the mill stream 

For the sound of her lover's fleet steed ; 
In faith and in fondness of him did she dream. 

And dreaming, was happy indeed. 
Her cherry lips parted full oft as she smiled 

And a rose-flush suff'used her round cheek ; 
Bright thoughts of her swain the swift moments beguiled, 

In fancy she e'en heard him speak. 

He won the pure love of this fair village flower 

And gave her his own in good part, 
But offered his hand to a maiden with dower 

And buried his love in his hqart 
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What cared he ? the flower might wither away — 

The rosy cheek pale in his sight — 
The light in her eyes might grow dimmer each day — 

Her torn heart succumb to its blight 

" Poor Jenny ! " he said, " she can go marry now/' 

As her little white cot met his view, 
And he dashed by the bank where he made her the vow 

He would love her and ever be true ! 
He thought of her fondness for him with remorse, 

And his heart in his bosom beat fast, 
But he crushed down the pangs, and put spurs to his horse 

To gallop away from the past ! 

Poor Jenny ! The river re-echoed his sigh, 

And the mountains frowned back at his gaze ; 
The cattle looked up as his horse cantered by 

With something like scorn and amaze. 
The shadows grimaced as they danced at his side, — 

The moon fixed her gaze on his face. 
And the stars from above looked down to deride, — 

Reproach haunted every place. 

The marriage bells pealed in the old belfry grim — 

Their sound spread o'er hillock and dell. 
But the gay silvery tones seemed mocking at him. 

For they fell on his ear like a knell ! 
Many hands scattered flowers before his young bride. 

And their perfume rose rich on the air, 
But he thought of the flower he flung from his side— 

Of poor Jenny, beloved and fair. 
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EVENING IN HARVEST TIME. 

I HEAR the sheep-bells tinkle 

On yonder grassy hUl, 
And the zephyrs gently sprinkle 

The dry leaves o'er the rill. 

The chirping of the corncrakes 

Falls pleasant on the ear, 
And the lowing of the kine wakes 

The echoes far and near. 

Behind the distant mountains 

The golden sun sinks low, 
And the crimson of its curtains 

Doth o'er the landscape glow. 

The harvest-fields are flushing 

With beauty all replete, 
And dusty roads are blushing 

Beneath the gleaners' feet. 

The kind dew gently presses 
Her lips on drooping flowers, 

And weary earth refreshes 
With all her magic powers. 

The dying day doth mingle 
Its voice with that of night, 

While shadows in the dingle 
Play with the waning light 

9—2 
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SPEAK SOFTLY, THE ANGELS ARE 

NEAR. 

Speak softly, beloved, the angels are near ; 

O break not the silence with sorrowful moans ! 
They are coming to bear me away to yon sphere ; 

Already I hear their celestial tones. 

Speak softly, then, dearest ones, — gently and low ! 

Sweet peace like a river now flows in my breast, — 
I'm waiting the call of my Father to go, — 

To enter in gladness my heavenly rest. 

Speak softly, not sadly, — the light groweth dim, 
But my gaze is intent on the dark eastern sky. 

And soon I shall catch the first note of the hymn 
When the portals of morning shall wide open fly. 

Speak softly ! yes, softly, O loved of my heart ! 

Pure gold are the love-bands which bind me to ye! 
O weep not in anguish, though now we must part, 

For listen ! my Father is calling for me ! 

Speak softly thy last word, — the angels are here ! 

Then hold not my spirit in agonised thrall ; 
In prayer awhile watching, and you too will hear 

The angels of Jesus for each of you call. 
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O HASTE TO THE WOODS AWAY. 

O COME where the tempting nuts hang down 

In rich clusters overhead ; 
Where through the leaves of russet-brown 

Gleam the berries black and red ! 
We will laugh ha, ha ! till the wild woods ring 

With our mirthful strains to-day ; 
While sunbeams dance, and merry birds sing, 

O haste to the woods away ! 

O come, let us break the solitude 

Of the grave and grand old trees ; 
They too shall share our joyous mood 

And laugh with the laughing breeze ! 
We will laugh ha, ha ! till the echoes wake 

In the dales both far and near, 
And answer to our glad song make 

In measure soft and clear. 

O come, for the ground is all aglow 

With the golden moss to day ! 
O come where the purple heath doth grow, 

And the flowering grasses play ! 
We will laugh ha, ha ! for our hearts are light ; 

We will sing for very glee ! 
For the sun is high, and the day is bright ; 

Away to the woods with me ! 
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THE RIVER. 

O RIVER, deep, dark river, gurgling on thy way, 
What secrets sad and stern lie buried in thy breast ? 

Thou hushest oft the wailing tones of life's last lay. 
And givest to the heart worn out its longed-for rest. 

What cruel moments, hope and joy bereft, are those 

When hearts which once were glad would give life up to 
thee. 

And on thy heaving bosom seek the sad repose 
Which for a brief spell hides the vast futurity ! • 

And river, deep, dark river ! O what piteous tales 
Of crushing woe and anguish it were thine to tell ! 

And sorrowful rehearsals of the awful wails 

Of those who heard thee ringing their own solemn knell 1 

Some full of joy and hope, on healthful pleasure bent, 
Have wooed thy glittering ripples with a keen delight ; 

But thou didst fitfully their buoyant mirth prevent. 
And hide them in thy breast from dazed companions' 
sight. 

And thou hast nursed sweet girls on whom life's sunbeams 
played, — 

Whom tender mothers* hands had lovingly caressed, — 
Whose feet, alas ! beguiled from Virtue's path had strayed, 

And sore self-chiding, ever ceaseless, racked the breast ! 
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Whfle others, sickened by the giddy vortex vast 
Of worldly pleasure and its many friends untrue, 

Their precious lives as worthless burdens lightly cast 
Into thine arms, to hide the unkind world from view. 

Some pressed by cruel need and deep distress turn faint, — 
Hope in the future will no longer now sustain, 

And present poverty and hungry babes' complaint 

Urge the weak mother in thy depths to hide from pain ! 

O river, deep, dark river ! We can never know 
What terrible misgivings haunt the dying mind 

When, yielding to temptation 'neath a maddening woe 
They come to thee for pity, leaving hope behind. 

What visions of the past which call for bitter tears, — 
The long-forgotten items in the page of life ! 

When* facing the eternal, O what painful fears. 
What fearful mortal combat, and what spirit-strife ! 

O brother ! O my sister ! life is not thine own ! 

Thou couldst not say to God, " I will not die to-day ; " 
For life destroyed thou must erewhile atone ; 

When sorrow sore oppresseth thee, go kneel and pray ! 

There is a Friend whose love is faithful unto death, — 
Whose ear is ever open to the faintest plea ; 

O listen to His tender pleading, for He saith 
" Ye weary, heavy-laden ones, O come to Me ! " 

O river, deep, dark river ! Would that thou hadst power 
To point the sorrowful who come to thee for rest 

To Him who even in the darkest midnight hour 

Invites the hapless wanderer to His sheltering breast ! 
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FADED FLOWERS. 

They are only faded flowers, 

But once were gay and bright, 
And bloomed in happy hours 

Beneath the sun's warm light 
They are only faded flowers, 

Dry, crumpled, faded, dead ; 
Yet the summer's gentle showers 

Once blessed each lovely head. 

They are only faded flowers, — 

Long waned their brilliant day ; 
Bright beams and crystal showers 

From them have passed away. 
They are only faded flowers, 

But speak they not to us ? 
Soon will these lives of ours 

Be faded, even thus ! 



BABY'S LITTLE SHOES. 

Dear baby's little shoes, which in o'erwhelming grief 

I hid from out my sight so very long ago ; 
These tears I'm shedding now have brought me sweet relief 

And lifted from my eyes the curtain of deep woe ! 
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When first my little babe was taken from my sight 
I felt as if all joy had vanished from me here \ 

But now I think of her as of an angel bright, 
Rejoicing in the sunlight of the heavenly sphere. 

So happy ! Oh, so happy ! Her joyous little feet 

Bound lightly o'er the fields overspread with living green ! 

Her little arms are laden with flowers rare and sweet, 
Her eyes on beauty feast no mortal child hath seen ! 

Did I not pray when first I clasped her to my breast 
And felt such sacred joy that I might call her mine, 

She might be of the glorious kingdom of the blest. 
Among the pure and holy angels ever shine ? 

I will not weep, albeit tears of cloudless peace. 
For Oh, what woman filled with mother-love 

Can mourn, remembering that all troubles cease 
For babes who reach the blissful realms above ? 
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DAY BY DAY. 

Take each day as it comes, with its burden of care- 
Its mixture of pleasure and grief; 

For one day is enough for a weak mortal's share — 
Its passing may bring us relief. 

O sorrowing brother, be manful, be strong ! 
To-day is thy friend or thy foe ; 

Howe'er it oppress thee, it cannot last long — 
The ebbing must follow the flow. 
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Take each day as it comes, — 'tis a link in life's chain 

No chance has apportioned to thee ; 
Its sunshine and shadows, its joy and its pain 

Are a&edfu], or else would not be. 
Be patient, beloved ! to-day is but thine — 

The future is veiled from thy sight ; 
The coming to-morrow may bright for thee shine, 

But use thou the present aright. 



THE HARVEST IS PAST. 

The harvest is past, and no more the bright corn 

Doth wave in the valley, or hill-top adorn ; 

The fruit is in-gathered, a plentiful store ; 

The work of the reaper is over once more. 

Earth smiles through the midst of her gratitude's tears, 

The autumn's fulfilment dispelling all fears ; 

And Nature looks joyous, brimful of content, 

Though the harvest is past and the summer is spent. 

We, too, have a spring-time, a summer, a fall, 

The promise and reaping will come to us all ; 

O let us be diligent, working full well. 

For who can the time of our reaping foretell ? 

We have but one harvest, then let us sow seed 

Which shall bring to us richest of blessings indeed ! 
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CHILD'S HYMN. 

(For the Tune of the ** Marseillaise." ) 

Young children's lips may sing the story 

Of all the gentle Saviour's love, 
Of Him who in His matchless glory 

Doth reign o'er earth and heaven above. 
'Tis meet, in joyous song upraising, 

That we should gather in His name, 
And tell of His exalted fame ; 

So join the angel-hosts in praising, 
The King ! the King of kings ! 

The Lord supreme of all ! 
March on, march on, to join the throng. 

Obey the trumpet's call ! 



No stains of cruel battle ever 

Will mar the beauty of Heaven's plains ; 
There dreadful war-cry mingles never 

With stifled moans, with mortal pains. 
Its King is clothed in matchless beauty ; 

His armies serve Him with delight ; 
Each soldier's precious in His sight, 

And loves the only call to duty ! 
Obedient to his King, 

The Prince who rules in love. 
March on, march on, with willing feet 

To join the hosts above. 
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O brothers, come and join the pilgrims, 

For they are marching home to-day ! 
O listen as they chant their glad hymns, 

Thus making jubilant their way ! 
Behold them coming home from battle 

All scarred and wounded, stained with gore,- 
But they have conquered. Never more 

Will combat's dreadful weapons rattle 
On red fields o'er their heads 

The olive branch they bear ! 
Come, come, O come, dear brothers, now 

Their blessed victory share ! 

Their Captain leads them safely onward 

Protecting them from danger now, 
While angel heralds pressing forward 

Wave high above the sweet palm bough. 
O there will be such gladsome meeting 

In yonder glorious Fatherland ; 

The King will ever ready stand 
And give to each a kindly greeting. 
Sweet words, sweet w^ords of love ! 
Come, come, O come, dear brothers, now 

The Conqueror's triumph share ! 



A SAILOR'S WIFE'S SONG. 

A YOUNG mother sat with her babe at her breast 
In her cottage o'erlooking the sea. 

And she joyously sang as she lulled it to rest, 
" Lovie, father is coming to thee ! 
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How glad he will be, sailing o'er the white foam, 
When he thinks what a treasure is here, — 

How sweet it will be to him now to come home 
And to fondle his own baby dear ! 

" Ah ! well I remember the day he took ship, 

For I wept till griefs floodgates were dry. 
And he kissed me so often with trembling lip 

As he tenderly bade me good-bye. 
The thought of his love has been strength to my heart 

Through many a long weary day ! 
O babe, it was dreadful to think we must part. 

And that he should go so far away ! 

" O many a time while my darling has slept 

When a storm has been raging at night, 
Weary hours by this window IVe tearful watch kept 

Till the morning has broke to my sight. 
But father is coming, dear baby, ere long ! 

O smile a bright smile, pretty boy ! 
We'll welcome him back with a gay little song. 

And greet him with hearts full of joy ! " 



IN SURE AND CERTAIN HOPE. 

In sure and certain hope we lay 
Our dear departed in the tomb, — 

Friends and companions, — and we pray 
For faith to pierce the darkening gloom. 
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Tis not for them we mourn and grieve 
If they loved God, for well we know 

All trouble they forever leave 

When to the heavenly land they go. 

In sure and certain hope, then, we 
Should glory in their higher state, 

And in our sorrow learn to be 
More patient on the Lord to wait 

In our long march, oft from our side 
We miss some well-beloved face, 

And e're poor nature's tears are dried 
Another form doth fill the place ! 

But following friends with loving heart. 
We look for the glad day to come 

When we shall meet no more to part 
In yonder bright celestial home ! 



WHAT JESUS LOVES BEST. 

Jesus loves the beautiful, 
The fair, the bright, the gay, 

The flowers, and the birds, and all 
That maketh glad the day. 

There's not a bright or lovely thing 
In this great world, I know, 

But to His glorious handiwork 
Doth all its beauty owe. 
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But the beauty He loves best 
Within the heart is found 

Of the children He has made, 
Where virtue doth abound. 



HER BABY'S GRAVE. 

A POOR young mother, weeping sore, 
Stood by her baby's open grave 

When spring was budding out once more, 
And tender boughs above did wave. 

I watched her, pitying much the while ; 

The early blossom of her love. 
Which lately did her smiles beguile. 

Was called to fairer scenes above. 

She held a white wreath, rich and rare. 
And while her anguished tears were wet 

She placed it on the coffin where 
Was laid a form she'd ne'er forget. 

The clods of earth soon covered up 
The dead and living from our view, — 

The fragrant snow-white lily-cup 
And gentle babe the mother knew. 

What had the lovely flowers done. 
That in the beauty of their noon 

They should be gathered, one by one. 
Only to perish all too soon ? 
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Were it not better they should bloom 
Above the ground where mortals rest, 

And help to dissipate the gloom 

Which hides from us the region blest ? 



A WIFE'S PROMISE. 

I'll walk beside thee alhday long 

Among the summer flowers, 
And cheer thee with love's tender song 

In sunshine and in showers. 
As silvery stars which gleam above 

In the blue sky so bright, 
So shalt thou find me, O my love, 

E'en in thy darkest night ! 
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THE NIGHTINGALE. 

O SING, sweet songster of the shady night ! 

The crimson slowly fadeth in the west ; 
Sing ere the moon doth show her silvery light ; 

I long to hear the tumults of thy breast. 

O sing, sweet songster, while the forest trees 
Grow blacker still beneath the sunset glow ; 

O warble fondly to the evening breeze 
While murmuring rivers shall more softly flow ! 
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O sing, sweet songster, in thy leafy bower ; 

Come choose thy throne in lofty fir or oak ; 
Break thou the silence of this pensive hour, 

And to thy praise the echoes now provoke. 

O sing, sweet songster, for the gentle dove 

Has ceased in sombre woods its mournful wail ; 

Thou hast no grief, — thy strains are all of love ; 
Pour forth in song to us thy joyous tale. 

O sing, sweet songster, for thy rival thrush 
Has long since sought his home in shady tree, 

And nature now maintains a 'quiet hush, 
And listens patiently, dear bird, for thee. 

O sing, sweet songster, — why so tardy grown ? 

Come out from lonely copse and deeper dell ; 
Come ere the owl his night-watch keeps alone ; 

O come, sweet bird, we love thy music well. 



"WHEN WE SAY GOOD-BYE. 



i> 



Dear mother, when that mournful hour shall come 

Which tells us loudly we must parted be, 
Should angel messengers first call thee home 
To glory Jesus has prepared for thee, 
inh9« Then shall it be my sacred, dear delight 

To smoothe thy dying pillow with my love, — 
To cheer thee, till heav'n's morning greets thy sight, 
And bear thee in my spirit-arms above. 

10 
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In that sad hour, angds shaD tator me 
In holy ministry ; my love shall bless 

That I may soothe and cheer and succour thee 
With filial duty and all tenderness. 

mother ! dearer to my heart art thou 
For every sorrow thou hast had to bear ! 

A closer link each shade that marks thy brow ; 
More precious still to me for every care. 

1 dare not think were I of thee bereft 
What agonising want my heart would feel ! 

Such deep, sad woimd upon my life were left 
As time, though skilful oft, could never heal. 

We'll give our trembling hands to Him in prayer 
Who knoweth what the future hides for each. 

Whose love doth lighten every load of care, 
And to His will doth meek submission teach. 



LITTLE THINGS. 

Little thorns are sharpest, 
Little cares fall deep, 

Little acts will often 
Cause our love to sleep. 

Little things we live by, 
Little things we say, 

Little things not seldom 
Steal our peace away. 
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Little things lie closest, 
Little things are light, 

Little things can sometimes 
Turn our day to night. 

Little things can fly far. 
Little things can pain. 

Little things take longest 
To gather up again. 

Little things distress us, 
Little things annoy, 

Little things may bless us 
And may give us joy. 



THE BRIDE OF TO-MORROW. 

I'm a maiden to-day, both joyous and free ; 
To-morrow a bride I am hoping to be, — 
The hours are passing so quickly away. 
And bringing still nearer my own wedding day ! 
Do other girls hide from the gay and the bright 
To bid to their maidenhood tearful good-night ? 

O home of my childhood, a tender farewell ! 
How strong is my love for thee words cannot tell, 
For in thee have my happiest hours had birth, 
And oft have these walls echoed strains of my mirth ; 
O dear little chamber and snowy white bed, 
Receive as my blessing these tears that I shed ! 

10 — 2 
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The morrow will break all the brighter, I feel, 

If I bid my dear father good-bye as I kneel, 

And pray for his blessing before I depart 1 

If my mother but press me once more to her heart, 

Though no words may be spoken, her silence will tell 

Her love is too deep for an uttered farewell. 

There are bouquets of flowers so lovely and rare 
Which I and my bridesmaids to-morrow shall wear, 
And I shall wear one which none other can see, — 
Twas the first that my lover e'er offered to me. 
I have watered its petals with love's happy tears, 
And told it my joys, my fond hopes and my fears. 

My bright careless girlhood will end in the mom, 
When me for my bridal my maids will adora 
Good-bye sunny past with thy memories sweet ! 
O welcome to-morrow ! thy coming I greet ! 
For better for worse, yes, — whichever it be. 
For richer or poorer, love, cleave 1 to thee ! 



DEAREST OF ALL. 

When the wee downy birds of the springtime appear 

On the trees and the hedges again, 
And the beautiful snowy white blossoms are here, 

Our welcomes we cannot restrain. 
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When the warm winds of summer breathe soft o'er the land, 
And the honey-bees woo the bright flowers, 

And meadows and woodlands and moorlands are grand. 
Our hearts aye enjoy the long hours. 

When the warm-tinted autumn comes laden with spoil, 

And all nature cries out with glad voice, 
While the light-hearted reapers 'neath scorching suns toil, 

What else can we do but rejoice ? 

When the rivers are frozen and orchards are bare. 

And the far-distant hills are so bleak, 
And snowflakes gleam bright in the clear frosty air 

As they fill up each chasm and creek ; 

When the sound of the axe of the woodcutter rings 
Through the forest in slow-measured beat, 

And the robin, perched high on the laurel-hedge, sings, 
To me there is pleasure more sweet ; 

For 'tis then that we hasten a feast to prepare 

To welcome the dear ones who roam. 
And nought that is loving or tender to spare 

To make it a joy to come home. 

Has spring-time more pleasure, or summer delight. 

Or autumn more treasure in store 
Than thou, Father Christmas, whose face is so bright. 

And whose kindness we sing evermore ? 

O, surely thou art our glad summer, for we 

Like swallows, fly homeward to-day ; 
O sing we our warmest of love-songs to thee 

And greet thee with blessing alway ! 
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SWEET MAGGIE OF THE DEE. 

I THINK I hear her now, sweet Maggie of the Dee, 
As long ago I heard her sing in mournful strain — 

" O Scotland, bonnie Scotland ! breaks my heart for thee ! 
I canna longer bide, I maun gang hame again ! " 

The teardrops fell unheeded on each folded hand ; 

How wistfully she gazed towards the Northern hills 
As though she heard the echoes of her native land 

In the soft, peaceful cadence of the silver rills ! 

The softest, rarest blushes dyed her dimpled cheek ; 

Her wealth of raven hair was falling loosely down ; 
The wind, as though it did to do her honour seek, 

Had showered blossoms o'er her like a starry crown. 

She only thought of Scotland, sweet Maggie of the Dee 1 
Of its mountains, glens, its braes and lochs and bums. 

Its highlands and its lowlands, its moorlands wild and free,- 
For these and only these her heart unceasing yearns. 

I think I see e'en now her eyes so wondrous bright, 
And watch her listless roaming o'er the grassy lea, 

Dreaming evermore of the loved land out of sight 
And of the lowly cottage on the banks of Dee. 
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ADIEU TO WINTER. 

Sing, merry heart, a gladsome song. 

For February is here ; 
The days are growing bright and long — 

Adieu to winter drear ! 

On all the trees and hedges too 
Will come the leaves and flowers ; 

The face of Nature will renew 
Its smiles in spring-time's hours. 

O welcome spring ! we dance and sing. 

So full of glee are we ; 
For when thou comest thou dost bring 

A loving heart with thee ! 
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O MITHER, DINNA GREET! 

O MITHER, dinna greet 1 my ain 'ee is na dry ; 
The sea is vara rough, and the wind blaws loud and high. 
And mony a time lang syne weVe heard it, you and me, 
But little did we heed till Robbie went to sea ! 

mither, dinna greet ! My heart is sad and sair ; 

The roaring of the billows doth seem to mock my prayer ; 

1 canna bide in peace this fearsome neet at a', 
But weel I ken it is that Robbie is awa\ 
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O mither, dinna greet ! I ken there's cause for fears ; 
It hurts my heart sae deeply to see thu bathed in tears. 
How mony anither laddie, as canny and as bright, 
Is sharing with our Robbie the dangers of the night ! 

O mither, dinna greet ! I'll Robbie's room prepare ; 
Maybe a stranger lad may need our tender care ; 
And we will surely gie 't, as blithely as can be, 
If only for the love of our Robbie out at sea 1 

O mither, dinna greet ! The Bell Rock gleameth bright, 
And we will keep our candle burning through the night. 
So that some shipwrecked sailor guided here may be. 
And find a kindly welcome through Robbie on the sea. 

O mither, dinna greet ! The rockets cleave the sky — 
The signal guns are booming — the beacon lights are high ! 
O mither, dinna greet ! Lang syne it did not be 
That we thought so much and sair of sailors on the sea ! 



THE OLD, OLD YEAR. 

The old, old year is passing away. 

Many a bell 

Tolleth its knell 
From ivy-clad belfries old and grey. 

Our friend and monitor soon will be 
Buried from sight, — 
Lost in the light 

Of the new year that we long to see. 
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But many a time will our heads bow low 

When thoughts upcast 

Out of the past, 
And our bitter tears will silently flow. 

O old, old year, thy deep-furrowed brow 

Grows still more dear 

As death draws near. 
And I love thee even better now. 

Thou hast brought me joy and hope and pain, 

Resting and toil, 

labour and spoil. 
And blessings I may not know again. 

O cast on my face one last long look 

Tender and kind, 

Leaving behind 
The closing in love of Time's last book. 



WELCOME TO THE NEW YEAR. 

Welcome, brightly-opening year 1 
Greet we thee with hope's glad tear ! 
On the orchestra of earth 
Thou hast wakened songs of mirth ; 
Time has introduced us thus — 
We to thee and thou to us ; 
What we are our hands shall write 
On thy page of virgin white ; 
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Thou hast heard no whispered blame 
Ruthless spoken of one name, 
Nor will ever ask of one, 
Hast thou fallen, daughter, son ? 
Blessbd year of hope new-bom, 
Strengthen every heart forlorn ; 
To the watchers of the night 
Bring again the morning light. 
Call to wisdom's paths all those 
Who in foU/s haunts repose ; 
When we bid adieu to thee, 
O may we better, happier be. 
And at evening pluck the flowers 
Promised in thy morning hours. 
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SHE SLEEPS. 

She sleeps, our loved and cherished one, — 
She sleeps, unconscious of our grief ! 

She rests, — her labour here is done, 
And death hath brought her sweet relief. 

If love could stay the spirit's flight, 
Or silence with its earnest will 

The message from the world of light, 
We would have kept her near us still. 

But oh ! how feeble is the sense 
Of all our might when Jesus comes 

To take our hearts' fond idols hence 

And bear them to their heavenly homes ! 
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THE GOLDEN WEDDING-DAY. 

'TwAS spring-time, dearest, when we wed, — 
Our buds of hope were bright and green ; 

Love tinged our evening sky with red 
The day I claimed thee for my queen. 

WeVe seen the summer come and go, 
WeVe seen its flowerets fade and die, — 

WeVe revelled in its sunset glow, 
And passed life's autumn, you and I. 

The snow of winter falleth fast, 

As e'en our whitened locks betray, — 

And we, dear love, are spared at last 
To spend our golden wedding-day ; 

No orange blossom decks thy brow. 
Nor bridal veil with careless grace 

Falls o'er thy drooping shoulders now. 
Nor hides thy modest, drooping face. 

My brave best angel thou hast been, — 
My helpmate and my truest friend. 

And through full many a changeful scene 
Thy love has cheered me to the end. 

I cannot tell thee, faithful one, 

How dear each day thou art to me ; 

Thou art my life's unsetting sun ; 

With ardent love-words greet I thee ! 
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We have been happy here, my love, 
But bliss unshaded draweth near ; 

Till gates of glory ope above 

Well wait and watch together, dear. 
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THE OLD HOUSE AT HOME. 

Tis hallowed by the smiles and tears 
And memories of childhood's years ; 
There's ne'er a nook within its walls 
But something from the past recalls ; 
The ivied wall, the garden fair. 
Both wear a dear, familiar air. 

There's ne'er a place where'er I roam 
I love like the old house at home ! 
To me it evermore doth seem 
A brighter sun must o'er it gleam, 
As though a blessing from above 
Commingled with my heart's deep love. 

Fall gently there, O fleecy snow ! 
Ye wintry winds, more softly blow ! 
Bright sun of summer, in the gloam 
Bathe with thy richest hues my home ! 
O fairest moon with tender mien. 
Spread o'er it still thy silver sheen ! 

How oft by fancy I'm beguiled 
To feel myself again a child 1 
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So real do the echoes sound 
Which from those careless years rebound, 
And sings my heart, where'er I roam, 
O blessings on my childhood's home ! 
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TO A SCHOOLMASTER'S CANE. 

O CRUEL cane ! which used to stand 
So near the stern magister's chair. 

Too ready to the hasty hand 
Which acted ere the heart could spare. 

Ah cutting cane ! the hardest rule 
To learn was justice in thy stroke ! 

When wielded in the open school 
Too oft did'st thou dire hate provoke. 

O cruel cane ! so often used 

To give more light to dullard's brain — 
Thou did'st but make it more conftised 

By adding to it sharpest pain. 

Thou foolish cane.! can "hie, haec, hoc" 
Be more impressed upon the mind 

By virtue of thy vengeful knock, 
Which makes the victim's teeth to grind ? 

O slender cane ! Magister looks 

To thee as a superior power 
To fix attention to dull books 

And order in the schooltime hour. 
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And, supple cane, hast thou such skill 
To force from lying lips the truth, 

Or mould and fashion at thy will 
The character of careless youth ? 

O cruel cane ! thy stroke can hurt ; 

If wisely used 'tis doubtless well ; 
But schoolboy heart 'twill ne'er convert. 

Nor will it deadly passions quell. 

O cruel cane ! not always so, 
For well I ken there was a time 

When sweets from every pore did flow 
Beneath the influence of yon clime. 

How comes it, then, that thou should'st be 
A mentor of such dread repute — 

Why should unlucky schoolboys see 
No virtue in thee but of brute ? 
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BYGONE TIMES. 

Full oft we think in plaintive strain 
Of times which will not come again, 
And paint in glowing colours yet 
Those scenes the heart can ne'er forget. 
While thrilling music echoes still 
From bygone days at memory's will. 
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O joyous time of spring's delight, 
And summer days so sunny bright ! 
You have not changed, — 'tis only we 
Have grown too grave to play with ye ; 
A mellow gladness now is ours 
Reflected from thy gay young hours. 

Now sterner bands upon us lie — 
Still more we think of time gone by, 
And turn our eyes bedimmed with tears 
And tender longing for those years 
'Ere we life's battle had begun. 
Or darkening cloud had hid the sun. 

But would we change, could we to-day 
Once more be children at our play ? 
Is childhood's time one long content. 
And with it are life's joys all spent ? 
Ah no ! the triumphs men achieve 
Do more abiding pleasures leave. 

As well might oak-tree proud and strong 

To be a little acorn long. 

And the full ear of golden grain 

To be the tiny seed again. 

As for a heart in manhood's prime 

To sigh for childhood's careless time ! 
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BROKEN CIRCLES. 

In many homes once bright and gay 
There is a vacant chair to-day ; 

One face so fair to look upon 

From out the loving group is gone, — 

One voice, so often heard before. 
Will charm the listening ear no more. 

While sounds of mirth are rising high. 
We hear the deep and mournful sigh 

Of hearts that in their anguish yearn 
For friends who can no more return 

To grace the feast with presence bright. 
And make it glad with laughter light. 

O merry one, enjoy thy glee. 
But let the sad remembered be ! 

Let tender s)niipathy arise, 

And love-drops tremble in the eyes ; 

Pause in thy mirth where shadows lie, 
And tread more gently, softly by. 



LITTLE KINDNESSES. 

How oft we mourn that little things 
Fill up these busy lives of ours, 

And sigh, perchance, that fortune brings 
No nobler deed to test our powers. 
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We speak kind words to those in grief, 
We wipe the falling tears away, — 

With willing haste we give relief 
To want we meet with by the way. 

A smile of love, a tender look, 
A touch of warm affection^s hand, 

May not be written in a book. 
Nor yet with deeds heroic stand. 

But is there not a true delight 

In helping those who need our care. 

And wooing back some gleam of light 
To hearts overwhelmed with deep despair ? 
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MY BEAUTIFUL DARLING. 

My beautiful darling has golden curls, 
Fond eyes that are blue as blue can be, 

And lips like rare rubies and teeth like pearls ; 
As fair as a forest nymph is she. 

My beautiful darling, my heart's own love, 
Hath a smile as the golden sunbeams bright ; 

Her voice is like that of the gentle dove,— 
As sweet aeolian harpstring light. 



II 
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My beautiful darling ! my shining ray ! 

My queen of the wealth of glossy hair ! 
The sun that doth gladden my midsummer day ! 

My choicest of roses and lily most fair ! 

My beautiful darling is true and good, 

And pure as the snow on the mountain side ; 

She's all that is lovely in womanhood, — 

The light of my life and my fond heart's pride. 

My beautiful darling is very shy, 

So shy that the rose-tints come and go ; 

Low on her cheeks do her long lashes lie 
Because she knows that I love her so ! 
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A SONG FOR THE OLD YEAR AND 

THE NEW. 

The knell of the old year is tolling now, — 

Its hours are passing away ; 
Sing, little bird, on the green holly bough 

Its requiem hymn to-day ! 
Sing it out softly in sweet tender strain, 

And tell of its joys and its tears, 
For many a heart is parting in pain 

With the last of the old, old year ! 



i 
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O sing, robin, sing in the green holly tree, 

Sweet birdie, sing loud and clear ; 
Come carol thy brightest songs with me, 

And welcome the glad new year ! 
Tis meet, little friend, that our hearts should rejoice 

When the glad New Year is born ; 
O warble a greeting in cheeriest voice ; 

With joy hail the festival mom ! 



THE LANGUAGE OF THE HAND. 

O TELL me, do these hands of ours 
Speak with a language of their own ? 

Do they contain some mystic powers 

Which but the slightest touch make known ? 



Who has not watched with deep delight 
The nestling infant's little hands. 

So fat, so dimpled, and so white. 
Speak words its mother understands, 



As softly straying o'er her cheek 

In secret confidence of joy 

They tell of love lips cannot speak, 

Dear babe, nor other sign employ ? 

II 
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What is there in the mother's touch 
Which answers to the mute appeal, 

And tells of deepest love, — ah, such 
As loving mothers only feel ? 

A little culprit oft will stand, 

And first his contrite mind display 

By toying softly with the hand 
Of her who chided him that day. 

The face will wear a look of woe, 
And clouds may dim the sunny brow, 

But well the mother's heart doth know 
The stubborn will is bending now. 

So tenderly she lays her hand 

Forgivingly upon the head ; 
So ready she to understand 

True penitence, though nought is said. 

And when a child some favour seeks, 
The little hands are brought to play, 

And by the language that they speak 
Add much to what the lips may say. 

How often, too, have we not known 
Some overtures to friendship made 

By chubby hands which sought our own 
While yet the heart was half afraid ? 

What says our hand to that wee thing ? 

Hath it a voice we do not hear. 
Which by-and-bye doth silent bring 

The little rosy lips so near ? 



FIRESIDE LAYS. i6S 

What is there in our hands which speak 
Such healing things to those in grief ? 

For when to comfort such we seek 
Our hands alone may give relief. 

O who can tell how vast a power 

Of blessing lies within our reach ? 
To cheer and gladden life's sad hour 

What lessons every hand can teach ? 

We ofttimes cruel deeds may stay 

By means of a deterring hand, 
And thus may silently convey 

Reproof the heart will understand. 

Does not the weary wanderer now, 

The exile in a foreign land, 
Feel each one still upon his brow 

The love-touch of his mother's hand ? 

Does yon poor dying soldier yet, 

Fallen amidst the battle's heat. 
In his last moments e'er forget 

His mother's touch, so pure, so sweet ? 

O wondrous hands, whose language kind 

No words of man can ever write. 
Engraved upon the heart we find. 

Illumined as with heavenly light. 

Then, hands of ours, be busy still ; 

Plead with the wayward and the wild ; 
The mission of pure love fulfil, 

And comfort with your touch each child. 
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"YE HAVE DONE IT UNTO ME." 

A LITTLE cup of water — 

O Jesus, can it be 
A gift so poor and simple 

We render unto Thee ? 

Dost Thou receive, blest Saviour, 
And Lord of heaven and earth, 

The very meanest tribute 
Of love, and count it worth ? 

So dear to Thee Thy children 
That Thou dost with them bear 

Whatever of joy or sorrow 
Here falleth to their share. 

O Jesus, may we never 
Give pain to Thy pure heart, 

But to each other ever 
Perform a brother's part. 

Remembering, blest Saviour, 

Thy watchful eye can see. 
And if we wound our brother 

The arrow pierceth Thee. 



FIRESIDE LAYS. 167 



WHO IS A GENTLEMAN? 

Tis he of speech and manners kind, 
Brave, modest, manly, and refined, 
Though not possessed of so-called worthy — 
He is a gentleman by birth. 

Tis he who acts with graceful ease, — 
Whose conduct and whose converse please,- 
Who doth not selfishly exert 
His influence to other's hurt. 

Who never makes himself a bore 
By airing oft his little lore. 
And ne'er persists to venture where 
His instinct reads " No thoroughfare." 

Tis he who claims firom me and you 
The homage that is just and true ; 
For well we know the heart ne'er can 
Mistake a real gentleman. 
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UNCLAIMED. 

Who is the little one l)dng asleep, 

Rocked on the breast of the loud surging deep ? 

Sailor boys, tenderly bring her to shore ; 

Poor little waif, she will waken no more ! 

Those who so loved her lie fathoms below — 

Parted they were by death's terrible throe ; 

No one to mourn for thee, nor mother's tear 

Falleth, poor lonely child, over thy bier; 

A wreathlet of snowdrops they place on thy breast,- 

A stranger doth follow thee to thy last rest 

Nameless they bury thee 'neath the green sod — 

Loving commit thy dear spirit to God ; 

Thou art a lamb of the Good Shepherd's fold, — 

Thy angel henceforth shall His visage behold. 



THE WRECK OF THE " NORTHFLEET 

OFF DUNGENESS, JANUARY 23, 1873. 

What words can I write, O terrible night. 
To describe thy deep, sad mystery — 

The grief, the agony, woe and affright 
Which fill thy direful history ? 



99 
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O night, dark night ! 
O fearsome night ! 
Groaning and tears 
And speechless fears ! 
Waking from sleep 
To wail and weep ! 
The bated breath — 
The fight with deaths — 
The sudden call 
Which came to all 
In one short hour 
With giant power ! 
Speak softly and low, 
And with trembling lip 
Read the tale of woe 
Of the fated ship ! 

Twas night, and the stars were out on high, 
And the pale moon's silvery beams were spread, 
When there broke through the stillness an awful crj*, 
And sleepers, frightened, forsook their bed, 
And there on the deck stood an awe-struck crowd, 
All trembling, some stricken with speechless affright- 
The women, while weeping and praying aloud. 
Unconsciously wearing their shrouds of white ! 
The careless, the thoughtful, the hopeful of life, 
Child, father, and brother, and husband and wife, 
Were jostled and parted, and searching in vain 

For the face so dear. 
With grim death so near ! 

They were parted ! Were they to meet again 
And never more to know parting pain ? 
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For their spirits were wafted above the gloom 

When the crashing timbers became their tomb ! 

How little they thought as they not long ago 

Bade farewell to their friends and the land of their birth, 

The country they sailed for they never would know, — 

That so soon they must each bid adieu to the earth ! 

O night, made solemn by life's last prayer, 

And awful silence of summoned souls, — 

Of brave hearts palsied by sad despair 

As nearer and nearer death's dark sea rolls I 

O sea, thy billows are surging now ; 

We read no tokens of grief in thee. 

Though many are lying thy waves below ; 

Hast thou no pity, O sea, O sea ? 

Sorrowful hearts and weeping eyes 

Now for their loved ones mourn and mourn, 

But thou dost smile to the smiling skies, 

Heedless of those by anguish torn ! 

Thou canst forget, cold sea, cold sea I 

Calmly thy onward course maintain. 

But alway remembered by us will be 

That terrible night of death and pain I 
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THE WISHING- WELL. 

Fm going to the wishing-well 
Across the meadows green ; 

But do not think that I shall tell 
A creature where I've been 1 
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rd rather go there quite alone 

To wish my wishes sweet, 
While listening to the falling stone 

An echo to repeat. 

I will not heed the little birds 

That twitter in the tree ; 
E'en should they hear my whispered words 

They will not laugh at me, — 
And if a saucy squirrel place 

Itself beside me there, 
And slyly watch my pensive face, 

I think I need not care. 

^Tis evening now ; the setting sun 

Has spread a crimson shade ; 
I hope I shall not meet some one, 

But O ! I'm sore afraid ! 
For he will ask me where I go, — 

And that I must not tell ; 
O no ! I could not let /iwi know 

Pm going to the well ! 

For could I tell him all I feel, 

How much I hope and fear — 
To him my foolish thoughts reveal, 

That he to me is dear ? 
Ah, no ! Fd rather go to-night 

And wish for him and me 
Such happy wishes, pure and bright, 

When no one's by to see. 
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A REFLECTION. 

Never a day, no, never as yet 

But bears at its closing the seal of regret ; 

The aim has been missed, — ^the season misused, - 

A gift for eternity sadly abused. 

Tears are our witness to sorrow and shame — 

Well have we earned it, the self-uttered blame ; 

Fresh in the morning, strong for the toil. 

Night doth behold us barren of spoil. 

Poorer we come, and tattered and bare, 

Owning our dearth in the hour of prayer. 

Jesus, Thou gentle one, look on us now 

Who at Thy footstool in heaviness bow, 

Weak ones and sinful, but trusting to Thee, 

Deign in Thy mercy our refuge to be ! 
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O HAPPY HOUR! 

(Set to Music hv Arthur Everard KUtz.) 

O HAPPY hour of waning light. 
When beameth in the heavens afar 
The soft and silver)* evening star, 

The gentle messenger of night, 
When whispered sounds die slow away 
And speak the weariness of day. 
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Tis sweet to sit in shaded bower 
And listen to the music clear. 
Which floateth ever far and near, 

And filleth the calm twilight hour 

^Vhen through the bright and leafy trees 
There softly sighs the cooling breeze ; 



When grand before the crimson sky 
The distant mountains seem to glow, 
AVhile deeper still each vale doth grow, 

And sunny nooks a shadow lie, 
And down the mossy slope the rill 
Doth wend and murmur at its will. 



PRETTY GIPSY. 

GENTLEMAN. 

Thou pretty gipsy, brown and tanned, 

With rosy lips and sparkling eyes, 
Come read the lines upon my hand 

And tell me where my fortune lies. 
Shake not thy dusky locks at me : 

Hast thou not learnt all magic rhyme ? 
Come, lassie, now, and let me see 

If thou canst read this palm of mine ! 
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GIPSY. 

Sir, I am but a simple maid ; 

IVe never used the mystic spell, 
To try it now I am afraid, 

Yet think I could thy fortune tell, 
For many gentles' hands IVe seen 

Crossed with a piece of shining gold ; 
My granny is the gipsy queen, 

And she has countless fortunes told. 

GENTLEMAN. 

Then, pretty maid, I wait to hear 

\Vhat fate decrees my lot to be ; 
Thou hast no need to pause and fear, — 

My fortune prithee tell to me ! 
Here's golden coin my hand to trace — 

The hardest fate would please me well 
Could I but watch thy glowing face 

As thou dost now my fortune tell. 

GIPSY. 

Sir — and I read thy hand aright — 

There is much joy in store for thee ; 
Thy path, though chequered, will be bright,- 

Fate is exceeding kind to thee. 
Thy love hath hair like raven's wing, — 

Her black eyes bright with love will be ; 
Her heart's a light, unfettered thing. 

And O ! she gives it all to thee ! 
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THE SMILING RIVER. 

O RIVER, brimming in thy bed, 
How merry thou dost look to-day ! 

Spring hath her blossoms o'er thee shed, 
And sunbeams with thy wavelets play. 

Through verdant pastures thou dost flow 
By many a sweet and shady spot, 

And on thy banks together grow 
The fern and blue forget-me-not. 

The songsters of the woods again 

Build their wee nests within each tree, 

And warble forth their gladsome strain 
In perfect harmony with thee. 

The little lambs that frisk and play 
In meadows flecked with daisies white 

Come shyly near thee every day 

To drink thy waters clear and bright ; 

While graver kine 'midst rushes dank, 
Long cool their feet within thy stream, 

Or stand upon thy sunny bank 
As in an all-absorbing dream. 
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WHAT IS LOVE? 

Love is the strong cord which binds us together, 
Standing out bravely the wind and the weather, 
Bearing us proudly through sorrow and ill ; 
Losing all else, we may cherish it stilL 
Love is the lifeboat when dire tempests beat, — 
Love is the strength of the p)oorest we meet, — 
Love is the light of this beautiful world, — 
Love is the banner of heaven unfurled, — 
Sign by which Jesus His children doth know, — 
Love is the watchword of Christians below. 
Grief may enthral us and burden each heart, — 
Riches may fail us and beauty depart, — 
Life's hopes may vanish and leave nought but pain, — 
Dearest of friends from our sides may be ta'en, — 
Death may divide us, but though we may weep. 
Golden love precious will never there sleep ; 
Evermore lives it, for love ne'er can die. 
Silent and dormant though oft it doth lie. 
Wonderful power which our Father has given, — 
Grasp of His strong hand, the language of heaven ; 
Lead us on, holy Love ! guide us at length 
To the bright city, our glory and strength ; 
Be as the oil on the waters to still, — 
Let thy blest influence banish all ill. 



12 
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TO-DAY. 

To-day is here. 'Tis flying fast, — 

Its joys, its griefs, are hurrying past ; 

Our hopes, which yesterday were bright, 

Are wearing now some sign of blight 

We do our fairest hopes destroy 

If we the present ne'er employ 

As means to raise the gorgeous pile 

Which ever will effulgent smile. 

Through the long vista paved with toil 

We shrink from fight, yet long for spoil 

O, foolish haste ! We slip, we fall I 

Our strength we waste, — we ruin all ! 

To-morrow comes entire, untouched, 

Though we would fain have robbed it much. 

To-day we take with eager grasp, 

Or often it too lightly clasp, — 

Then fall too late the scalding tears 

We shed o*er ruin of long years. 

To-day, no mystery dims thy brow. 

Life's richest, brightest jewel thou ! 

Let me employ thy precious hours. 

So shall I gather fadeless flowers ! 
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SPRING SONG. 

What is it makes the spring appear 
So full of joy, with hope replete ? 

Tis that it follows winter drear, 
And chases hence his icy feet. 

It beckons back with magic wand 
The swelling buds upon the stem, 

And o'er the lately barren land 
Doth sprinkle many a floral gem. 

It calls the swallows that we love 
From sunny climates far away. 

To build our friendly doors above, 
And let us dream of summer day. 

It brings a brighter sun to glow 
O'er every field and copse and fell, 

And doth a glamour o'er us throw 
In ingle-nook or mossy dell. 



PILGRIMS. 

What is that strange and motley throng 
So eagerly marching with outstretched hand 

And singing in chorus a joyous song ? 

They are pilgrims bound for the heavenly land. 
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Who is that old man, worn and bent. 

Whose f2jat is furrowed whfa grief and care. 
And yet it speaketh such strangle content 

As he tofleth on with the pilgrims there ? 
He is pressing forward with heart date, 

A veteran soldier scarred with the fig^t ; 
His king to welcome him home doth wait. 

And the gates of the city are now in sight ; 
There are many waiting to greet him there — 

His wife, his children, who went before ; 
The hope of his heart and his ceaseless prayer 

It is to embrace them, and part no more. 
And many a yomig man swells the throng, — 

And many a maiden or fair young wife 
Of every country, and clime, and tongue, — 

Of every station and walk in life ; 
Each pilgrim doth mark of honour bear, — 

Some trophy of triumph o'er sin and shame ; 
And there in sight of the city fair 

Together they praise their Saviour's name. 



SWEET ECHOES OF WESTMORELAND. 

Sweet echoes come to me 
From thy green and hazy dells, — 

From thy bubbling brooklets free 
And from the lofty fells. 
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So clear, so glad ! 
So soft, so sad ! 
Like spoken words — 
Like song of birds 
In leafy tree 
They come to me 

O echoes ! still repeat 

Your song in faultless strain ; 
Some cheering love words sweet 

Bear ye to me again ! 
Can ye more gladly sing 

Than sings my heart to-day, — 
To me more sunshine bring 

Than o'er my path doth play ? 

Sing on at will ; 
I listen still 
In tender vein 
To your refrain, 
And live once more 
Those days of yore. 

When like a joyous bird 
Amidst thy mountains grand 

My heart to song was stirred, 
O bonny Westmoreland I 
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RESIGNATION. 

My Father ! to Thy holy will 
I would be more and more resigned ; 

If 'tis to linger suffering still 

May I Thy strength sufficient find ! 

All passive in Thy hands I lie, — 
Do with me as it seemeth best ; 

Tis life to live, — 'tis life to die 

If Thou art monarch of my breast. 

I patient wait at Thy blest feet, 
Rejoicing in Thy wondrous love, 

Till angels bring a message sweet — 
" Thy dwelling is prepared above." 

Then gladly will my soul take wing, 
And through death's narrow portals fly 

To join the song the ransomed sing 
Around Thy glorious Majesty ! 

No trace of sin or sorrow there 

Doth mar the fadeless, beauteous scene,- 
No earthly cloud, no anxious care, 

But joy no mortal eye hath seen ! 
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WHAT IS DEATH? 

O WHAT is death to those who die 
With Christ beside the bed, — 

When hope and comfort from on high 
Pillow the drooping head. 

O what b death, but going home 
To rest from grief and pain. 

Where tears and trials never come ; 
Ah ! surely this is gain ! 

Death is the midnight dark and drear 
From whose deep gloom we shrink. 

Which often fills the soul with fear 
When trembling on the brinL 

But when a veil o'er earth is drawn, — 
The last farewells are ta*en. 

And breaks the bright celestial mom. 
Blest peace returns again. 

What glorious victory marks the hour 
Which sees the conflict o'er,-^ 

When death hath lost its awful power 
In life (or evermore ! 
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MAN'S FORGIVENESS. 

How oft on bended knee we pray 

That Thou wilt so forgive us, Lord, 
As we forgive all those, we say. 

Who wrong us sore in act and word. 

And yet didst Thou our sins forgive 
As we forgive our fellow men, 

We never in Thy sight could live ; 
We pardon oft, yet still condemn. 

And why should we, so weak and poor. 
Distrust the penitents who plead — 

With haughty mien shut close the door 
Of mercy, of which we have need ? 



IN THY HANDS. 

O TEACH our hearts, great God, to bow 

Submissive to Thy will ; 
E'en though Thy chaStenings lay us low, 

O may we trust Thee still ! 

Thou art Omnipotent, All-wise, 

Thy purpose cannot fail ; 
We only see with mortal eyes 

And scan Thee through a veil 
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Through sorrow's shades, dark, chill and drear- 
Life's perils of the sea, — 

O'er thorny roads, midst doubts and fears. 
We follow after Thee; 

And when the storm is raging high 

And night grows very dark. 
To Thee, blest Lord, for help we'll cry 

To save our little bark. 



GOOD-BYE. 

Friendship is life's sweetest balm 
Sent to bless us from above. 

All its troubled seas to calm 
With the magic words of love. 

Every parting here below 
More or less is tinged with pain, 

For we part, but do not know 
If we e'er shall meet again. 

Lightly often said or sung,-^ 
When to speak the last we try. 

Long it dwells upon the tongue, — 
Trembling little word " Good-bye ! " 

Yet what better parting word 
Than that one of prayer to say 

That the presence of the Lord 
May abide with us alway ? 
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LAID LOW. 

While thousands now Thy temples throng 
To bow the knee and praise and pray, 

Where gladly, too, I them among 

Would meet Thee on this sacred day ; 

O come. Thou blessed Saviour, near, 
And let my soul commune with Thee 

Filled with Thy love and holy fear 
Make me. Thy pnsoner, to be ! 

It is Thy hand which sets apart ; 

I will not murmur or repine. 
But worship Thee with childlike heart. 

Rejoicing I can feel Thee mine. 

One contrite heart, one prayerful sigh, 

In secret rising to Thy throne 
May venture just as fearless nigh. 

As though earth's myriad hearts were one. 

My feeble song will float away 
And join the harmony of praise. 

Which hallows all the holy day 

And doth man's soul to bliss upraise. 
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A BIRTHDAY WISH. 

While other friends shall breathe this day 

Their loving wishes in thine ear, 
Accept my own, dear one, I pray ; 

Though silent, they are still sincere. 
O may each year of life but prove 

Another page of joy to thee, 
Whose history shall be full of love 

Increasing to eternity. 



ON THE BRINK. 

I LATELY thought life's sun was setting fast, — 
Its brief, bright day had nearly closed on me ; 

I felt the chilly night-winds sweeping past. 
And heard the surging of death's troubled sea. 

My soul turned back when standing on the shore 
To scan the history of its bygone years : 

How sad, how solemn was that scanning o'er ! 
It filled my heart with grief, my eyes with tears. 

A trembling sinner, full of guilt and shame, 
Naked, unclean, unworthy, sore distressed. 

My only hope my blessed Saviour's name ; 
My anchor He, my light, my peace, my rest ! 
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But I am spared ; once more the summons stayed — 
The warning of its coming only given, 

And my departure hence awhile delayed — 
Is it that I may grow more meet for heaven ! 

O Lord my God ! My every breath is Thine; 

Take Thou my soul ! aye its possessor be \ 
O sanctify my life with love divine ; 

Help me to live each day more near to Thee ! 
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A LEAF OUT OF NATURE'S BOOK. 

The rain in heavy torrents pours, — 

The vivid lightnings flash, — 
The loud and rapid thunder roars 

With dread and mighty crash. 

Nature with solemn mien is still, — 

No smile adorns her brow. 
But meek, submissive to the will 

Of heaven she seems to bow. 

Yet soon with trustful, loving gaze 

She lifts her tear-stained face, 
And with a cheerful voice doth praise 

Her Maker's power and grace. 

So may the heart in sorrow's storm 

'Midst awful inward strife. 
Rejoice, though sad, oppressed, forlorn, 

In God's renewing life. 
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FOR THE FIRST LEAF OF AN ALBUM. 

Oft as I turn these written pages o'er 

Fond memories come crowding to my mind : 
I seem to see each well-known face once more, 

And hear again those voices soft and kind. 
How many friends whose writings here I see 

O'er regions far remote are scattered now ; 
These simple lines are precious links to me, — 

Oft as I read them tears unbidden flow, 
For cherished times gone by return again 

And make the present almost cease to be, 
While sense of love, of joy and hope and pain 

Are mingled in my tender reverie. 



WE MEET TO FART AGAIN. 

Our sweetest draughts of joy below 
Are mixed with, drops of pain, 

And friends the dearest come and go — 
We meet to part again. 

Like sunbeams o'er our paths they gleam 
With bright and cheerful ray, 

And then, as quickly as a dream. 
From us are torn away. 
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Close following on the steps of joy 
Foreboding shadows fall — 

There is no peace without alloy — 
Life's cup is mixed for all 

Partings and tears, fell grief and pain 

And every earthly ill 
Are mortal's lessons, written plain 

To teach our Father's will 
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ST. BOTOLPH'S CHIMES. 

Long hath St. Botolph's noble tower 
Proclaimed each swiftly-passing hour, 
And oft, — how often who can tell ? 
From it hath tolled the passing bell ! 

And now above the noise and strife. 
Commingling with the tide of life, 
The sound of pleasant music swells 
Aloft from merry chiming bells ! 

Chime on, O bells ! We love to hear 
Your dulcet strains so bright and clear ; 
The silence break above, around. 
While answering echoes swell the sound 
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BE THOU OUR STRENGTH. 

When the dark night-shades creep around 
And the chill dews of trouble rise, 

Leaning on Thee may we be found, — 
Great God, to Thee lift up our eyes. 

We know Thy love is none the less 

Though clouds and darkness intervene ; 

Nor wilt Thou leave us comfortless, 
But let Thy guiding hand be seen. 

Let holy thoughts possess the breast, — 
All evil from our hearts remove ; 

And may we feel the peaceful rest 
Of those who dwell within Thy love. 

'Tis needful, all Thy discipline ; 

We will be patient in Thy hand ; 
Uproot all love of self and sin ; 

Give strength temptation to withstand. 



NUPTIAL HYMN. 

In lowly posture at Thy feet. 
Father, Thy servants kneel 

And solemn vows of love repeat ; 
Do Thou the compact seal. 
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yfiXh kind approval smile on them, — 
Make glad their marriage mom ; 

With Thy rich love^ a priceless gem. 
Do Thou their heads adorn. 

One evermore, as joined by Thee — 
One joy, one hope, one Lord, — 

Through cloud and sunshine may they be 
Supported by Thy Word. 

Together o'er life's turbid main 

They go to heaven above^ 
Where loving hands unite again 

In still more blissful love. 



THIS CHANGEFUL SCENE. 

Friend from friend must often part, — 
Happiest seasons pass away ; 

Sorrow's tide may flood the heart — 
Beauty bloometh to decay 

Spring and summer come and go, 
And the fruitful autumn dear ; 

Then come winter's frost and snow 
Crowning with white the ageing year. 
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AS WE FORGIVE. 

" As we forgive ! " no less, no more, 

So shall we be forgiven \ 
The mercy we ourselves implore 

Must first by us be given. 

No breath of prayer, no bitter cries 
Can reach the heavens above 

While in the heart concealed there lies 
Revenge instead of love. 



A HARVEST HYMN. 

Lord of the harvest, hear us now 
While we around Thy footstool bow 
And join in accents truly meet 
Thy loving-kindness to repeat. 

Thine is the earth, and Thine alone 
Its precious fruits so plenteous grown ; 
And we are Thine, — for us, O Lord, 
Thou hast Thy bounteous love outpoured. 

Twere vain for man to till the ground 
And scatter wide the seeds around, 
But for Thy gracious blessing, Lord, 
Which doth his patient toil reward. 

13 
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The winter's cold and summer's heat, 
The gentle rain and zephyrs sweet, 
The midnight dews, the noonday sun,— 
Are Thy rich gifts, Lord, every one. 

Father and Parent of all good. 
Who givest us our daily food 
And carest for our mortal frame. 
We bless and praise Thy holy name. 

Amid these temporal mercies given 
Still feed us with the bread of heaven ; 
Be all our springs of life in Thee 
In time and through eternity. 



STOCK GHYLL WATER-FORCE. 

High up the rugged path we crept 

With labouring steps along. 
While o'er our heads the breezes swept 

The sheltering trees among ; 
And far below the waters foamed 

And struggled in their course, 
And down the rocky ravine teemed 

From Stock Ghyll Water-force ; 
A thousand voices seemed to swell 

In chorus long and loud, 
As down the bubbling w^aters fell 

Majestically proud. 



FIRESIDE LAYS. 195 



HEAVEN. 

The spangled firmament above, — 

The gorgeous canopy outspread, 
Where cloud and vapour softly move 

In matchless beauty overhead, — 
This is not Heaven ! — the world of light. 

The perfect state we long to know, — 
The restful day which knows no night, — 

The sea towards which our rivers flow 1 
No 1 Heaven is union with the Lord, — 

A willing service free from sin, 
Where peace and harmony accord 

And truth unfettered reigns within ; 
No far-off and unmeasured space. 

Nor undefinable retreat, — 
Where Christ reveals His loving face 

And welcomes us to joy complete. 
Heaven is our spirit's purity, 

The sense of oneness with the Lord ; 
The growing love, affinity 

Towards all the precepts of His Word. 
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CHRISTMAS-EVE. 

As I listen to the sound of the merry chiming bells 

So gaily pealing from the old church tower, 
Full many a touching tale to me their music tells 

Of thousand fireside gatherings in that hour. 

And I see the love-lit faces in all the happy homes 

As they listen, listen, listen o'er and o'er. 
And the bright flush of joy when the longed-for footstep comes 

To a sudden halt outside the dear old door. 

Then I hear the kindly welcomes, the loving greetings all ; 

I feel the tender pressure of each hand, 
And I see the tears of sympathy from many eyelids fall 

At thought of peace and joy throughout the land. 
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THE POWER OF LOVING. 

I COULD not love one friend the more 

Had I no other one to share 
The wealth of love, my heart's whole store, — 

No other friend for whom to care. 

Each love has in my soul a place — 

Its individual degree 
In my affections, and each face 

Of friends no more distinct can be. 
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The more the objects of my love 
The more expansive grows my heart ; 

True friendship cometh from above, — 
Its bonds not death itself can part. 
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FEBRUARY. 

Hail ! thou herald of bright spring, 

Harbinger of sunny days ; 
Breath of promise thou dost bring — 

Hope about thy pathway plays. 

Through the leaves which still remain 
And the blight of winter wear 

On the hedges, in the lane, 
Countless little buds appear. 

Slowly, with a look of peace 
Wakes the gentle snowdrop now, 

Bending down its head of grace. 
Pondering whence it came and how. 

One by one the crocus peep, 

'Livening the garden beds 
Where the summer flowers sleep. 

Keeping vigil o*er their heads. 
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Gaily, too, the heather-bells 
Borne upon the zephyrs light 

Waft sweet perfume thro' the deUs 
From the lofty mountain height 

Warbling birds their praises sing 
As they flit from tree to tree ; 

Hasten, then, O beauteous spring ! 
All creation welcomes thee ! 



HAWES BRIDGE (KENDAL). 

An artist's pencil, however skilled or free, 

Could not one-half thy loveliness portray ; 
For who could catch the quiver of yon tree, 

Or paint the sparkle of the snowy spray 
Of laughing water, as it hurries on 

'Midst rocks and trees, which break its onward flight ? 
Or who could give the semblance of its song 

Which fills the air with music day and night ? 
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AN ACROSTIC. 

Great and noble friend, to-day 
England mourns with one consent 
O'er thy spirit passed away ; 
Requiems from all hearts are sent- 
Grief unfeigned chains us all — 
E'en crowned heads before it fall. 

Princely man, of princely mood, 
Evermore thy name shall live, 
A name invoking gratitude ; 
Better praise than we can give 
On thine ear is falling now ; 
Doubtless thy reward is great — 
Yes, God's smile adorns thy brow. 
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THE SEASONS. 

After winter, stern and cold, 
With its snow and ice-bound streams, 

Barren fields and leafless trees. 
Spring in bright young beauty beams. 

How we hail each tender bud 

Slowly opening to the light 
Till at length the earth is clothed 

With a robe of verdure bright I 
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Much we love the snowdrop white 
And the primrose fresh and pale, 

Wood anemones, blue-bells 
And the violets of the vale. 

Glowing summer comes at length, 
Gentle, peaceful, in her joy, — 

Smiling in her loveliness 
Like a maiden blithe and coy. 

Waving grass and blooming flowers. 
Clustering trees and hedgerows green, 

Wimpling streams and shady woods 
Homage pay to their bright queen. 

Then comes autumn, many hued. 
Touching all the summer leaves. 

Spreading thick her golden lines 
In the vesture which she weaves. 

All the joy of spring, we find. 
And the summer's long content. 

Charm of beauty, wealth of song 
Are in glorious autumn blent. 

Yet a tinge of sadness comes 
O'er the rich and mellow scene. 

When we see in showers fall 

Leaves, now dead, once bright and green. 
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WELCOME CHRISTMAS. 

Welcome Christmas 1 thou dost bring 
Joy and gladness in thy train ; 

Hark ! What peals of laughter ring 
In our happy homes again ! 

Welcome Christmas ! we repeat ; 

Blessing-laden thou dost come ; 
May thy joy like sunshine sweet 

Cheer and brighten every home ! 

Busy hands a feast prepare 
In the cottage and the hall, — 

Peer and peasant freely share 
Blessings rich God sends for alL 

Jubilant o'er hill and dale 

Comes the sound of merry bells 

Telling still the gladsome tale 

" Peace on earth for ever dwells ! " 
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IN COMMUNION WITH GOD. 

O Father, it is good to be 

In close communion with Thee, — 

To hear Thy voice in accents sweet. 

Thy full and boundless love repeat ; 

Thy hand hath led me to the quiet shade, 

And hath of me awhile Thy prisoner made ; 
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But Thou art with me 1 Shall I then repine ? 
Nay, rather will I to Thy voice incline, 
And listen to the words which Thou shalt speak, 
And strength and comfort from Thy presence seek. 
Thou hast some special thing, Thou wouldest say, 
For this hast led me from the throng away ; 
Come, loving Lord, Thy servant's guest to be, — 
Live in my heart — ^in truth abide with me ! 



FAREWELL TO WINTER. 

Farewell to thee, winter, so bleak and so drear, 
To thy snow and thy chill-blowing wind ; 

Thy pleasures so many, thy pastimes so dear. 
And thy joys alike social and kind. 

No more will the whir of the skaters resound 
As they glide o'er the river and lake ; 

The streams lately fettered at length are unbound 
And again plaintive music they make. 

The soft tender leaflets of emerald green 
Are clothing the gaunt, naked trees ; 

The smiling young flowers of spring-time are seen 
Nodding gaily as wooed by the breeze. 

All nature now joins in a chorus of song \ 

With fervour thy praises we sing. 
And glad are the strains which the echoes prolong 

To welcome thee, beautiful spring ! 
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SOLITUDE. 

O Solitude, thou flood of fond delight 
Dispersing oft the gloomy shades of night, 
Much less alone with thee I often feel 
Than when a troop of flatterers round me kneel ; 
For thou art truth, a wholesome, valued friend, 
In whose blest counsels love and virtue blend. 
Alas ! we never know ourselves so well 
As when awhile in solitude we dwell ! 
There as we see ourselves without disguise. 
Oft tears of grief and shame suffuse our eyes. 



EVER BY MY SIDE. 

Blessed Saviour, may I ever 
Feel Thy sacred presence near — 

Near me to uphold, deliver, 
And to make life's darkness clear. 

In the tossings of the billow 

When the wind and waves are high. 
May Thy bosom be my pillow 

And my peace to feel Thee nigh. 
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When my heart is cold and wilful, 
Prone to leave the narrow way, 

May I see Thee looking mournful — 
Then my heart will melt and pray. 

Loving Jesus, be Thou near me 

Whatsoever my employ ; 
Nigh to succour 1 would feel Thee, 

And Thy friendship sweet enjoy. 

Then when death life's bonds shall sever. 
All its fierce temptations o'er, 

In Thy delight I'll live for ever. 
And for ever Thee adore. 



SUNSHINE AFTER RAIN. 

Come, my sad heart, break forth in song 
Like the birds within the tree ; 

The sun will shine again 'ere long — 
The clouds are breaking, — see ! 

O sing my heart, for night is past 
And the blessed day doth dawn ; 

The darkest e'entide ends at last, 
And the star of hope is born ! 

And sing, my heart, while yet the rain 

Glistens o'er field and fell ; 
Let thy glad songs be heard again — 

Of mercies thankful tell. 
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A NUPTIAL WISH. 

May yours be all the untold joys of spring, 
Its wealth of hopeful promise, life and love ; 

The cheerful sense which makes it gladly sing 
And soar, light-hearted, gloomy care above. 

May yours be all the summer's fond delights, 
Its cloudless sunshine, and its fairest flowers ; 

The fragrance sweet which scents its drowsy nights,- 
The full contentment of its golden hours. 

May yours be all the autumn's richest store, 
Its glowing ripeness, mellowness and peace ; 

Promise of spring fulfilled and brimming o'er — 
The joys of summer, blent with full increase. 

May yours be all the life to winter known. 
Who folds within his breast the youthful spring ; 

Who clasps the hands of summer in his own. 
And makes the ruddy autumn joyful sing. 



TO THE MEMORY OF THE LATE 
CHARLES DICKENS. 

Throughout Great Britain's wide domain 
Thy death has cast a heavy gloom. 

While kindred nations share our pain 
And weep with us above thy tomb. 
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Teacher and friend, so good and kind, 

So noble, genial and true. 
Though quitting earth thou'lt leave behind 

A memory bright and cherished too. 

Thy labours and thy words will live 
And bear rich fruit for evermore. 

And to thy name new honours give 
Although thy sowing-time is o'er. 

Now thou hast gone where thou wilt reap 
A harvest from the scattered grain, 

And while for very grief we weep, 
Dost join the angels' glad refrain. 
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MAY-SONG. 

Welcome, May ! weVe listened long 

For thy lightsome, fairy tread ; 
Come ! the air is fuil of song, j 

And the earth with verdure spread. 

Lambkins gambol with delight 

In the daisy-dappled mead, 
Where 'neath budding hawthorn white 

Kine on dainty pasture feed. 
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Where green hedges line the way, 
Twinkling, sparkling in the sun, 

Bubbling brooklets plash and play. 
Making music as they run. 

Happy children in a troop 

Haste to fields and meadows green, 
Choosing from a laughing group 

One little dear maid for queen. 

Weave they then a chaplet bright 
Of the treasures round them spread. 

Dancing, shouting with deUght 
When they place it on her head. 

Sits she then in pomp and state, 
Feeling every inch a queen ; 

While to serve her near her wait 
Courtiers leal and true, I ween. 

O that she might alwajrs wear 
Summer garlands on her brow, — 

Never know a breath of care. 
And her joy be full as now ! 



A SONG OF SUMMER. 

What is it gives to summer its beauty rich and rare, 
Its sunshine and its flowers, its soft and balmy air, 
The gladness to its music, the thrill of fond delight 
Which fills the noontide ever, and breaks the hush of night 
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The bitter winds of winter, so merciless and cold, 
The strong and icy fetters with which it doth enfold 
All nature in its bosom, — in wisdom high and good — 
E'en these, so strange, in seeming are summer's fatherhood. 

There must be heat and coldness, fierce storms of snow and 

rain. 
To bring the spring-time greenness upon the earth again ; 
There must be tossing ever upon the parent knee, 
Or summer in its beauty could ne'er developed be. 

We love the joyous spring-time, its tender buds and flowers, 
Thie peaceful, happy summer, its bright and sunny hours ; 
The autumn with its richness of fruits and golden grain — 
All these in life and beauty old winter doth maintain. 

Yet least of all do we love old winter, worn and grey. 
And from his stern cold visage we gladly turn away 
To greet with untold rapture the coming of the spring. 
While everything around us rejoices as we sing. 



" BLESSED ARE THE PURE IN HEART." 

O FOR that state of highest love, — 

Of heavenly purity within, 
When every act and thought doth show 

An absence of each subtle sin ; 
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When every impulse of the mind 
Doth bear resemblance to the whole, 

And God the Lord doth deign to make 
His dwelling in our inmost soul. 

And to the pure in heart 'tis given 
To see the Lord, and such are blest 

Here ; they catch glimpses of that land,- 
God's weary children's promised rest 



HARVEST THANKSGIVING. 

Again 'midst joyous shouts, the golden grain is led ; 
The bounteous harvest o'er the gamer floor is spread ; 
The fields which lately waved beneath the summer sun 
Now heave their lightened breasts, — the reaper's work is done. 

Great plenty crowns the year, good measure running o'er. 
Enough for man and beast — a rich and plenteous store. 
Father of mercies. Thine alone we know these gifts to be ; 
Accept the grateful thanks we fain would offer Thee. 

Did not Thy wisdom vast take knowledge of man's toil, 
'Twere vain to sow the seed, or plough and till the soil ; 
How poor and weak we are ! but Thou dost deign to bless 
The labour of our hands, and give us thankfulness. 

♦ 

O let us ne'er forget, 'midst many mercies given, 

The incense of our hearts to offer up to heaven. 
This is true sacrifice ; this all Thou dost desire ; 
With holy thoughts acceptable do Thou our hearts inspire. 
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THE DEAR DEPARTED. 

We miss the faces one by one 

Of those we held so dear ; 
Daily some course of life is run, 

And we are left more lonely here. 

A solemn silence seems to fall 
Upon our spirits when we tread 

Old haunts, which vividly recall 
Sweet memories of the loved ones dead 

In dreams we see the lovelit eye 
And hear the tender voice again ; 

We Jive once more the years gone by, 
But wake to find the vision vain. 



GOING TO THE WAR. 

Tearful and tender they bid their farewells, 
Husbands and fathers and brothers and friends ; 

Patriotism each manly heart swells, — 
Bravely with rising emotion contends. 
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Hand clasped in hand, with deep fervour of love, 
Touching the accents which fall on the ear ; 

Prayer left unspoken, but wafted above — 
Sacred for none but the Saviour to hear. 

When will they meet again ? Sickens the heart ! 

Forms strong and youthful to-day may soon lie 
Bleeding and dying ; e'en comrades must part, 

Deeming it honour in battle to die ! 

Angels above witness moments of pain, 

Words could not half of their anguish portray ; 

Lonely, neglected, lie heaps of the slain, — 
Mortally-wounded men trying to pray. 

Pray ! while the life-blood is ebbing so fast, — 
Coldness and stiffness of death creeping on, — 

Ready, unready, — succumbing at last. 
Into the presence of Jesus are gone ! 

Foeman and friend, never more will they fight, — 
Yonder bright home is a kingdom of peace ; 

War-cry doth never its armies affright, — 
Carnage doth never its manhood decrease. 

Who but the Searcher of hearts can divine 
Which of the fallen His glory will share 

And in the light of His countenance shine — 
Who are engulphed in the shade of despair ? 



14 — 2 
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"LITTLE CHILDREN LOVE ONE 

ANOTHER." 

" My little children, love one another ; " 
These were the words of a friend long ago. 

Ever be kind and gentle to each other ; 
Jesus by this doth His little ones know. 

" My little children ! " tenderly spake He, 
Yearning to gather them close to His breast ; 

" Tis My desire that you should be happy, 

And that your days should be joyous and blest." 

Love one another ; then anger will never 
Mingle the cup of thy joys with its gall. 

Nor will hate's cruel darts brethren sever, — 
Accents of bitterness ever appal. 

Let no harsh discords e'er pain the great Saviour, 
Who, from the heavens of glory above, 

Watcheth with pleasure your daily behaviour — 
Ye who are living in concord and love. 
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WHEN THE DARKNESS CREEPS 

AROUND. 

Saviour, when the hour grows darkest 
And the shadows fall more deep, 

In Thy tender, loving kindness 
Lull my rising fears to sleep. 

Well Thou knowest how weary often 

Grow I of my ceaseless pain, 
Tempting me to doubt Thy mercy, — 

restore my trust again ! 

May I feel Thy love unfailing 
Stronger than all earthly ill, 
So that in the restless night-time 

1 may lean upon Thee still. 

Thou hast led me here, O Saviour, 

So Thou mayest speak to me ; 
Make me worthy of such favour, — 

Keep me ever close to Thee ! 
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THE TURNING OF THE LEAVES. 

The trees their leaves are shedding 

Profusely on the ground, 
And autumn now is spreading 

Its glorious tints around. 

All nature is reposing 

In warm refulgent light, 
A landscape rich composing 

Of colours soft and bright. 

A mellow, lovely gladness 

Is floating in the air ; 
Wherefore come thoughts of sadness 

When joy beams everywhere ? 

Why should the tear-drops glisten, — 
Why comes the deep-drawn sigh, 

So often as we listen 

To dead leaves rushing by ? 

The trees for needed slumber 
Are casting off their clothes, 

Which would their limbs encumber 
And rob them of repose. 

But we a dirge to summer 
Aye hear the dry leaves sing. 

While to their low, sad murmur 
The mocking echoes ring. 
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We miss the lovely flowers 
And grieve o'er their decay, 

For lately blooming bowers 
Are bleak and sear to-day. 

Tis only death in seeming, — 

The flowers never die, 
For in fresh beauty beaming 

They'll wake up by-and-by. 

If green leaves now are falling, 
And fade the summer bowers, 

They are anew recalling 

The spring's bright morning hours. 

A time of sweet life-giving, — 
Tis nature's birthday, this ; 

It is not death, but living — 
A time of hopeful bliss. 

For now the spring-time greenness 
Gives promise of its reign. 

And summer's warmth and gladness 
Renew its strength again. 

Each blade of grass disperseth. 

Each little humble weed 
And every plant disburseth 

Its multiplying seed. 

Nature her watch is keeping 
With nursing mother's eyes. 

For on her bosom sleeping 
A new-born treasure lies. 
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No storms of winter blowing 
Its tender life can harm ; 
O'er it her mantle throwing, 

She folds it close and warm. 

• 

Soon as the days shall lengthen, 
And warmer grows the air, 

Its infant life will strengthen 
And rich reward her care ; 

But on the fields and meadows, 
In every copse and dell, 

Chasing the wintry shadows 
It will in beauty dwell, 

The grave old trees beguiling 
With kisses o'er and o'er, 

Till everyone is smiling 
The smile of youth once more. 

But now the leaves are singing 

A lullaby refrain, 
And sound of joybells ringing 

Floats on the air again. 
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"THY KINGDOM COME." 

" Thy kingdom come ! " How sweet to hear 

The infant at its mother's knee, 
In lisping accents pray this prayer 

With childish importunity ! 

" Thy kingdom come ! " Dear little child, 
But faintly canst thou comprehend 

That He who once on children smiled 
Doth use them for this glorious end. 

" Thy kingdom come ! " Tis thine to bring 

Its majesty and glory nigh, — 
Tis thine to crown the Saviour king, — 

His name to laud and magnify. 

" Thy kingdom come ! " Lord grant that we 

May nearer bring it day by day ; 
May all our thoughts be true to Thee, — 

So wilt Thou hear us when we pray. 

" Thy kingdom come !" Each little heart 

Must strive as by itself alone 
To do its work, its given part, 

Towards building up Thy mighty throne. 

" Thy kingdom come ! " O Prince of Peace, — 

Thy holy, happy reign of love. 
When strife and angry tumult cease. 

And earth becomes like heaven above. 



/ 
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CHRISTMAS EVERGREENS. 

(Set to Music by IVm. Smaliwood.) 

Hark ! the bells are gaily ringing 

In the belfry old and grey, 
And a sound of carol-singing 

In the distance dies away. 

Twilight's deepening shadow spreading 
Bathes the church in solemn light ; 

Busy workers, softly treading, 
Deck its sacred walls to-night ; 

Round the massive pillars twining 
Bands of shining evergreen, 

And the grave old arches lining 
Till no trace of stone is seen. 

Now they deck the lofty ceiling 
Of some grand baronial hall. 

Where from painted windows stealing 
Richest shades of colour fall. 

Laurel, mistletoe, and holly 

In the one rejoicing share ; 
Every home, however lowly, 

Doth its decoration wear. 

Holly with its scarlet berry. 
And the laurel, prized so well, 

And the mistletoe so merry, 
Many a tale of love could tell. 
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Many homes are made the brighter, 

Many a feast the richer seems, — 
Many hearts are made the lighter 

By the Christmas evergreens. 
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LILY WHITE. 

God, who made the lofty mountains 
And the treasures of the deep. 

And the countless stars of heaven 
Doth in perfect order keep, — 

God who rests not day nor night, — 

He would have us lily-white. 

God who made the deep blue ocean, 
And its surges doth control, — 

Made the clear and crystal river 
Which so peacefully doth roll. 

Gleaming in the warm sunlight, — 

He would have us lily-white. 

God who made the playful lambkins 
And the pretty birds that sing, — 

Close around the stiurdy oak-tree 
Bade the glossy ivy cling, — 

Whose are all things fair and bright, — 

He would have us lily-white. 



220 FIRESIDE LAYS. 



None but He, the great Creator, 
Could such wondrous work fulfil 

As to make the tiny insects 

And imbue them with such skill ! 

God of matchless power and might, 

Help us to be lily-white ! 

He who made the summer flowers 
Which perfume the breath of mom, 

And the many hills and valleys 
Doth with varied grace adorn, 

Ever gives to earth its light, — 

He would have us lily-white. 

God, who bids us call Him Father, 
And who deigns with us to dwell, — 

Loves us more than earthly parents. 
Though their love no tongue can tell,- 

Made us to be angels bright. 

Ever clothed in lily-white. 

Every thought and word and action 
Must be pure and full of love \ 

Sin doth never enter heaven, 
For it hath no part above ; 

Only those whose hearts are right 

Are arrayed in lily-white. 

Jesus from the realms of glory 
Watches all His children here. 

And He loves to aid and strengthen 
Those who strive His name to fear ; 

And in yonder world of light 

He will clothe them lily-white. 
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If we would be found all spotless 
When this mortal life shall end, 

We must live, while here, for heaven ; 
So shall we at length ascend 

To that country passing bright. 

Clad in robes of lily-white. 



SWEET SABBATH HOURS. 

Sweet Sabbath hours, so full of holy rest, 
Which falleth like the dew in gentle showers, 

And bringeth to the aching, weary breast 

Foretaste of heavenly peace, like scent of flowers. 

Sweet hush, which cometh as from lips of love, — 
As mother's lips that kiss a sleeping child ; 

Peace keepeth watch our weariness above. 
So that to rest the anxious souVs beguiled. 

Sweet breath of life and day of healing balm. 
Shed o'er my heart, so fitful and afraid, 

A measure of thy pure and heavenly calm. 
That in the dust earth's sorrows may be laid. 
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JANUARY THE FIRST, 

Wake to thy harping 
Joy's pleasant numbers ; 

Those that are sleeping 
Wake from their slumbers. 

Speak to us gently 

When we are falling ; 
Be thou our mentor, 

Ever recalling 

Vows that we render 

Now on thy altar, 
That in all good ways 

We will not falter. 
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BIRDS IN THE IVY. 

There is a concert in yon ivy tree 
Which drapes the ruined /rail ; 

A tide of sweetest melody 
Upon mine ear doth fall 

Now sweet, now low, in rhythm meet, 

I hear the song arise, 
While crumbling arches fond repeat 

As in a glad surprise. 



FIRESIDE LAYS. 223 



THE SONGS OF HEAVEN. 

O TEACH me the songs of the beautiful land, 

Of the home of the angels, the kingdom of light; 

I, too, would be one of that glorious band, 
And glad in their service of worship unite. 

Tho' faint are the echoes which reach us below. 
They ravish my ears, so ineffably sweet 

Are the heavenly strains as they tenderly flow 
From lips that the praises of Jesus repeat 

They sing of the grace, and the beauty, and love 
Of the fair golden country where Jesus doth reign ; 

The promised fulfilment of sweet rest above. 
Where cometh no semblance of sorrow or pain. 

O teach me to sing as I journey along, 

And lose in my rapture the weight of my care ; 

My heart doth rejoice at the thought of a song 
That bringeth me nearer to Zion so fair. 

Blest home of the wanderer, weary and sad. 

What words can describe what a sweet rest thou art ! 
*Tis meet that the strains of thy music are glad, — 
As pure as the joy that possesseth each heart. 
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WAIT FOR THE SUNSHINE. 

Tis only for a brief, brief while 
That shadows veil the sun, 

And from me hide the lovely face 
Of the High and Holy One. 

With simple trust, confiding love, 
E'en when the night is dim, 

We may life's trials well endure. 
If looking up to Him. 
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THE FORGET-ME-NOT. 

Pretty little speaking flower, 
I will ne'er forget thee ; 

In the garden of my heart 
I in love have set thee. 

Echo of affection's voice. 
Of pure love the trophy, 

Emblem innocent and meek, 
I will ever love thee. 
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ON THE DEATH OF NELUE. 

Nelue, I do not mourn thee dead, 
Tho' oft a silent tear I shed ; 
Thy life below was nought but pain ; 
I could not wish thee back again. 
No childish sports were known to thee, — 
No playmates, full of frolic's glee, 
E'er took thy hand to gaily lead 
Thee, dear one, to the flowery mead ; 
No voices mingled with thine own 
In love's sweet harmony of tone. 
But thy dear tongue, ne'er loosed here, 
Now swells the song in yonder sphere — 
The glorious song the angels sing 
Around the throne of heaven's king. 
In lovely fields thy feet will roam. 
Where richer scent than orange-grove 
Doth fill the air, while all around 
Beauties for ever new abound. 
O that thou couldst descend to tell 
The joy of those in heaven that dwell ! 
Glad would I lend a listening ear, 
And learn blest lays my soul to cheer. 



IS 
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THE SABBATH DAY. 

We hail the holy Sabbath mommg, 
Bright harbinger of heavenly joy ; 

And prayerful greet its early dawning, 
That we may well its hours employ. 

We need one day from out each seven 
To lay the cares of earth aside, 

To seek on it that blessed haven 
Where Zion's peaceful waters glide. 

And when anon the twilight stealing, 
Its sacred hours pass swift away. 

We long for one that hath no ending — 
An everlasting Sabbath day ! 



HOPE. 

Life without hope were dreary sadness, 
A blank despair, a reign of madness, — 
For, without hope, what heart could bear 
Life's turmoil and its daily care ? 

Hope speaketh of a glad to-morrow 

To the heart boVd down by weight of sorrow ; 

And to the traveller sorely prest 

With burdens, kindly whispers " rest" 
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Life hath no monument e'er raised 
In memory of the loved and praised ; 
The mainspring of the soul till death, 
Hope cheers us till we yield our breath. 

As mainsail of our ship she flies. 
And bears our spirits to the skies ; 
The substance of our joy she proves, — 
The stronghold of our faithful loves. 



HE DOETH ALL THINGS WELL. 

" He doeth all things well." Thus saith the Word, 
Our Father God, the ever blessed Lord ; 
Then let us trust Him in the darkest hour. 
Nor fear the threatening tempest's awful power. 

We are His children, precious in His sight, — 
The cherished plantlets in His garden bright, — 
The objects of His tender care and love. 
In training here for brighter worlds above. 

Oft in affliction are we made to feel 
Our Father's kindness He doth there reveal. 
And in the day of dire bereavement's power 
We see the grateful heaven-descending shower. 

We need the darkening clouds, for too much sun 
Might stay the growth already well begun ; 
We thrive the better in the frequent shade 
The Lord Almighty hath for mortals made. 

IS— 2 
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THE MOURNING HEART. 

D£al gently with the mourning heart, 
Nor stir its slumbering pain ; 

Cause not the ready tears to start 
In anguish yet again. 

There is a grief too deep for speech, 

Nor can it comfort know ; 
Our sympathy can never reach 

This quiet, bitter woe. 

Seek not to probe the throbbing wound, 

E'en if in kindness meant ; 
For oft most loving words are found 

Its healing to prevent 



HAPPY DAY-DREAMS. 

Softly, sweetly I am dreaming 
Of a season bright and fair ; 

Joy-beams o'er my soul are streaming ; 
Wake me not too soon, O care ! 

Shine, thou summer sun, thy brightest ; 

Warble, birdies, low and sweet ; 
Gentle zephyrs, pass your lightest 

O'er the flowers at my feet. 
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Rippling brooklet, dance and glisten 
On thy merry, careless way ; 

I am dreaming as I listen 
To thy happy song to-day. 

Sing to me in peaceful numbers, 

River, beautiful as fair ; 
Let thy music fill my slumbers ; 

Wake me not too soon, O care ! 



ON THE APPROACH OF WINTER. 

Hark ! I hear the dry leaves falling. 

Falling withered to the ground ; 
And the voice of Winter calling, 

" I shall soon with you be found ! " 

Summer, with its beauteous flowers 

And its fruits, has passed away ; 
Now no more in fairy bowers 

Must the faithful lovers stay. 

Home the reapers all are wending. 

For their busy work is o'er ; 
Trees with golden fruits are bending. 

Ripened for the winter's store. 

Children soon shall cease from rambling 

In the meadows green and fair, 
And in thorny hedges scrambling, 

Gathering the wild flowers there. 
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THE MOONBEAMS ON THE SEA. 

O GLORIOUS sight, the moonbeams on the sea ! 
Nought in the world more lovely can there be ; 
Enchanting to the eye their silver light, 
At e'entide streaming over waters bright. 

Oft have I stood and gazed, and felt entranced 
As ever near the surging waves advanced, — 
Advanced, retreated, then advanced again. 
Making meanwhile each silvery line more plain ; 

While fancy, ready with inventive aid, 
Of this fair scene a lively emblem made ; 
The stream of light o'er the dark water's face 
It likened fitly to the Christian race. 

Where pilgrims, eager for the march to end. 
Through this dark world of cares and sorrows wend 
With cheerful feet, and patient in their flight 
Up to the heavens above, their homes of light ; 

While cold and comfortless all else around,- 
Joy in the prospect can alone be found ; 
Still bright as moonbeams streaming o'er the sea 
The Christian's onward course must ever be. 

Pilgrims ere long shall we no more appear, — 
The journey's end is drawing daily near ; 
Soon shall we see our blessed Saviour's face. 
And dwell with Him in yonder glorious place. 
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A LULLABY. 

Sleep, little one, sleep 

In thy snowy bed, 
While God's angels keep 

Watch around thy head ; 
Through the night so long 

Shall thy slumbers be 
Cheered with the sweet, sweet song 

They shall sing to thee. 



REJOICE IN THE SUMMER-TIME. 

O WHY dost thou, my sister dear, 

Of coming autumn speak ? 
The soft and balmy summer air 

Hath scarce yet fanned thy cheek. 

The trees for thee are budding green, — 

Earth is in beauty drest ; 
The sky is azure and serene, — 

Life's ocean still at rest. 

The song of birds is joy to thee, 
Not mirth that mocks thy pain : 

Thy heart, responding cheerfully. 
Doth join the happy strain. 
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The river, flowing peacefully. 
And the soft-rustling trees, 

To thee discourse sweet melody 
Around upon the breeze. 

The glowing sun doth shed his beams 
Through many-scented bowers ; 

The fields as fairy gardens seem, 
Bedecked with children's flowers. 

Earth is to thee all smiles and grace, 
Where only joy-streams flow, 

Instead of sin's gieat hiding-place, 
Or dark abode of woe. 

Ere autumn-time doth near thee steal, 
Or fade the blooming flowers, 

For thee O may life long reveal 
Its happy golden hours ! 



JOY AND GRIEF. 

Companion spirits, Joy and Grief, 
Tread with us life's highway ; 

Their missions are not either chief. 
But in the balance play. 
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From neither can we turn aside, — 
They tend us from our birth ; 

And ever will they, side by side, 
Till we have done with earth. 

By turns they take us by the hand, 

Each anxious to impress 
With her own lesson, while we stand 

In conscious helplessness. 

'Tis wise provision of our God 
To grant us two such guides. 

Else we should fail to tread the road 
His gracious love provides, — 

Should fail to find the heavenly rest. 

Reward of patient toil ; 
Nor should we with the bright and blest 

E'er reach fair Canaan's soil. 

Not o'er the steep and rugged hills 
With thorns and brambles spread, 

But by the cool refreshing rills. 
And through the valley's bed. 

Where everything is smooth and still, 
And balmy breathes the air, — 

We there, if left alone at will, 
Should find our footsteps bear. 

Then Joy and Grief, my guides still be 

Along life's devious way ; 
I long my blessed Lord to see 

At close of earthly day. 
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WHERE IS TRUE HAPPINESS FOUND? 

You ask me where's that happiness 
Which, once possessed, doth ever bless, 
Enriching life with full increase 
Of ever-during joy and peace ; 
And bid me seek both far and near 
Until I find this treasure dear. 

I linger near a palace gate 
Wherein the stately courtiers wait ; 
Where pomp and luxury abound, — 
Where all the joys of wealth are found. 
And everything doth grandeur wear ; 
But yet, methinks, it is not there. 

I wander on to broad green lands 
In which a lordly mansion stands, 
And silver streams flow peacefully ; 
The air is rent with melody. 
While perfumes greet me everywhere ; 
But yet, methinks, it is not there. 

My fancy flies o'er ocean's foam, 
And now in other lands I roam 
Where nature is so lovely dressed, 
It seems no sorrow could molest 
Or change its peaceful, queenly air ; 
But yet, methinks, it is not there. 
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Next where the glaciers sparkling lie 
Amid the mountains towering high, 
Beneath whose brows the chamois play 
And the swift eagle seeks his prey, 
In fancy I my footsteps bear ; 
But ah ! I find it is not there. 

If not in stations high renowned, 
Nor where the joys of sense abound. 
In palace hall, or mansions grand, 
Nor sunny clime of foreign land. 
Tell me what favoured spot of earth 
Doth hold this gem of priceless worth ? 

True happiness doth find her throne 

Within the human heart alone ; 

Nor guarded walls, nor wealth, nor state 

Can keep it only for the great ; 

'Tis unconfined, and pure, and free, 

And lives through all eternity. 



WHAT IS LOVE? 

Sweetener of labour, of our daily toil, — 
Of life's stem warfare the most cherished spoil ; 
Ebbing and flowing with the tide of life. 
Breasting its billows, mixing in its strife. 
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Breath of the soul, suffusing everything, 
Making our every action loudly sing 
Praises to Him who, all Divine, hath given 
To fallen man this antetype of heaven. 

We feel its warmth no matter where we roam, 
Nor are its rays confined to princely home ; 
'Neath cottage as 'neath palace roof 'tis found, 
Shedding on all its graceful beams around. 



JESUS OUR REFUGE. 

Great Saviour, Lord, to Thee I fly; 

Thou art my succour and my rest ; 
My heart moans out its feeble cry 

As droops my head upon Thy breast. 

Tis blest to suffer with Thee near. 
To hear Thy voice so wondrous sweet ; 

What in the future can I fear 
With Thee to guide my stumbling feet ? 

Hast Thou not loved me all along, 
And when the midnight gloom was deep 

Hast filled my heart with happy song 
Till I could e'en for gladness weep ? 

Lord, when this changeful life is o'er, — 
The needful discipline of time. 

Then shall I praise Thee evermore, 
And comprehend Thy love sublime. 
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AUTUMN WINDS. 

AUTUMN winds, that sough and wail 
So plaintively o'er moor and lea, 

And sweeping through the forest shades, 
Shake the green leaves from shrub and tree, 

Be tender with the trembling leaves, 

The former glory of the glade ; 
The giant tree, unrobed, aye grieves 

To see its grandeur lowly laid. 

And where the graceful willow droops 

Its sympathetic branches low 
O'er many sleepers' narrow beds, 

O autumn winds, more gently blow ! 

1 would that ye might alway spare 
The sacred precincts of the dead, — 

That, type of the new life beyond, 
Sweet summer only there might tread. 



WHAT CAN I DO? 

I CANNOT be a little bird, to carol forth my joyous song 
In woody glen and sunny glade through the all summer noon- 
tide long ; 
I cannot be a little lamb, and gambol all the livelong day 
In fields where shimmering rivers glide, low murmuring, along 
their way ; 



238 FIRESIDE LA YS. 



I cannot be a butterfly, to sport among the wealth of flowers, 
Or like the little ants that light on sunny hills in living 

showers, 
Nor like the bee, whose pleasant hum is borne upon the 

ambient air. 
As from each open flower-cup it sips the draughts of honey 

rare; 
I cannot, as the mountain, clad with golden gorse and purple 

heath, 
Tower high above the modest vales which lowly nestle down 

beneath ; 
But I can do far more than these, though I am but a little child, 
For I can praise the Lord who made the mountains ever grand 

and wild. 
And everything that makes the world so lovely and so feir to 

see, 
And fills the air in summer-time with such delightsome harmony. 
O, I can be an angel bright, and all my varied powers employ 
To bear to mournful hearts and homes sweet messages of love 

and joy ! 
'Tis true I cannot like a bird sing as I swiftiy cleave the air, 
But Jesus deigns to listen when I come to Him in humble 

prayer ; 
And when the night's dark curtains close around me while in 

peace I sleep. 
His holy angels constant wait, and from me every danger keep. 
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MERCY VEILETH THE FUTURE. 

How wise, how good, great God, are all Thy ways ! 

Thy every act is clothed in matchless love ! 
Though oft the troubled heart in anguish prays 

That Thou wilt from our sight all clouds remove. 

In asking this, how much of pain we woo. 
Not knowing yet the distance which doth lie, 

Nor what of needful suffering may ensue 
Before the blessed sun shall gild our sky. 

What heart could well enjoy the blissful hour 
Of perfect happiness and sunny gleam. 

If it could know how soon the storm might lower. 
And angry waves disturb the placid stream ? 

If when the conflict was the most severe 

We knew the time when joy would come again, 

In agony of mind to bring it near 

We should but aggravate our present pain. 

Help us, in patience living day by day. 

To take in trust and love what Thou dost give ; 

When faint and weak to Thee for strength to pray. 
And on Thy promises, blest Lord, to live ! 
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THE BABE AT BETHLEHEM. 

The air is jubilant with heavenly song 
From angel lips that near us while they sing ; 

O listen, earth ! Repeat the glad refrain ! 
Good tidings of great joy and peace they bring ! 

Great King of Heaven, who once in human form 
To sojourn with us came, the Living ^ord, — 

We joy to celebrate Thy lowly birth, 
And laud and magnify Thy name, O Lord I 

When from the sight of Thy disciples borne 
Thou didst not leave them comfortless and grieved, 

But with sweet words of wondrous love assuaged 
Their speechless sorrow, and their hearts relieved 

Hast Thou not come again, O mighty Lord, 

Abiding with us ever day by day, — 
Our strength, our life, our hope, our all, — 

The Light which lighteth us upon our way ? 

O great Exemplar of the holy la\^s 
Which constitute alone the heavens Divine, 

Who made it even possible for us 

In faint resemblance of Thyself to shine. 

Let the glad day of Thy so lowly birth 

Be to us all a solemn feiast of joy ! 
May prayers of deep thanksgivings rise to Thee, 

And songs of highest praise our lips employ ! 
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"NOW WE SEE AS THROUGH A 
GLASS, DARKLY." 

Not here and now, but in that brighter land, 

When all earth's mists and shadows shall have passed, 

Shall we perceive the guidance of Thy hand, 
And see the love that led us till the last. 

But even here our cross becomes more light 
If we have glimpses of Thy face, O Lord ; 

If in the dark, mysterious hours of night 
Thy loving voice doth speak some cheering word ! 



GLAD NEW YEAR. 

Tell us, O glad New Year, what dost thou bring ? 
Sweet hopes to cheer us, or fresh joys to sing, — 
Bright smiles to greet us, and beams of new light, 
Nothing to grieve us, and nothing to blight ? 

Glimmer of summer-time, joyous and glad, — 
Fields that with verdure and beauty are clad, — 
Songs that shall ceaselessly rend the soft air, — 
Tell us, O bright New Year, these dost thou bear ? 

16 
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Bring not the dark days we've known in past years, 
Tempests and shadows, the sorrows and tears ; 
Dead is the Old Year that we loved so well, — 
Chill winds of winter have sounded its knelL 

Promising fair when it came long ago, 
Now has it left us deep footprints of woe ; 
Looking behind us, full many a tear 
Glistens e'en yet on the path of the year ! 

Take us a journey, sweet New Year, with thee ; 
Show us what best it is for us to see ; 
Pleasure, — we'll take it in gladness and sing ; 
Sorrow, — its many-toned changes shall ring ! 

Bear we in patience and, learn frbm its hand 
Lessons we may not at first understand ; 
Out in the sunshine which circles thy brow, 
Come we, blest New Year, to welcome thee now ! 



IN LIFE'S LAST HOUR. 

Great Saviour, in my earthly life's last hour. 
Then shall I need to feel Thy strengthening power : 
O, may no shadow then my vision dim, 
Or any discord mar earth's closing hymn ! 
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E'en as a buoy rides on the billowy sea, 
However high the raging storm may be, — 
So have my hope, O Lord, and trust been strong, 
Though oft the watching hours were dark and long. 

What is my hope but earnest of Thy love. 
Which will remain though earth itself remove ? 
What is this life but the promise of the rest 
My soul hath longed for — highest, holiest, best ? 



WAITING FOR WILLIE. 

Dear mother, tell me, surely this is death ! 

Shall I not live till Willie comes from sea ? 
Fainter and fainter grows each fleeting breath ; 

'Twill not be long before the last must be ! 

O, for his coming wait I all the day, — 
I listen for his footstep at the gate ; 

It seems a weary while he's been away, — 
If soon he comes not it may be too late ! 

Open the window wider, mother dear, 

That I may quicker hear his welcome tread ; 

If I should die before my love gets here, 
Tell him I blessed him on my dying bed. 

Read his last letter over once again. 

And let me kiss it as I would his brow ; 

Here on my heart O let it thus remain, 

A token I am faithful to my vow ! 

16—; 
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A HYMN. 

Saviour, who in sweet compassion 
Lookest on us from Thy throne, 

Speaking words of gentle pity 
To each weak and errir\g one ; 

Teach us. Lord, our only refuge 

In temptation's trying hour 
Is in constant prayer and watching. 

Lest we fall beneath its power. 

Let no eye of cruel scorning 

On a fallen brother rest. 
And the spark yet dimly burning 

Quench within the aching breast 

Ever gentle Jesus, help us 
When we try to follow Thee ; 

Bless the message fraught with healing, — 
May Thy weak ones strengthened be ! 



THE BONDS OF LOVE. 

Ah ! this world would indeed be a very sad plac^ 
If we lived all unloved and unloving each one, 

Uncheered by the sight of a dear friendly face, — 
It would be like the earth without light of the^sun ! 
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The love which unites us to each other here 
Gives beauty and grace to the lowliest life ; 

It softens the lines that look harsh and severe, 
And tempers the heat of the struggle and strife. 

The sweet-sounding music of life from it flows, — 

'Tis heard through the din, and the storm raging high ; 

The heart that is heavy with sorrow aye knows 
How potent to soothe is true sympathy's sigh. 



THE RILL. 

Drop by drop the little rill 
Feeds the limpid stream below, 

Gleaming, sparkling down the hill, 
Till it joins the river's flow. 

Drop by drop the whole day long. 
Dripping all the long night through, 

Singing low and soft its song. 
Lisps the rill in measure true. 

Drop by drop, like gems of light 
Dancing where the sunbeams play. 

Grows the streamlet clear and bright 
Where the sweet fern lines the way ; 

Like a molten silver tide. 

Led by fairies here and there ; 

Now by rugged mountain side. 
Now through pastures green and fair. 
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BRIGHT WORDS. 

O BRIGHT words ! what are ye worth ? 

Cheery, sunny, glittering beams. 
Shedding gladness o'er the earth, — 

Drifting softly down life's streams ; 

Making music in the gloam. 
When our hope is on the wane ; 

Bringing sunshine to the home, — 
Strengthening the heart again. 

O bright words ! like angels sweet 
Lingering near us, every one 

Messages of love repeat, 
Even till life's course is run. 

Lift us from the gloom of care, — 
Take the sting of grief away ; 

Make us braver yet to bear 
All we meet with by the way ! 
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THE BETTER WORLD. 

O WORLD ! whose vast glory no eye hath yet seen, — 
Whose brightness and beauty will never decay, — 

The charm of thy name, O, how oft it hath been 
As a sun to us here, on our gloomy -shrouded way ! 
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We sing of the peace, and the love, and the joy 
Which reign without ceasing in hearts aye at rest ; 

And lost in the thought of their wondrous employ. 
We evermore press towards the region so blest. 

O, could we but look far beyond the dark vale, — 
The passage of tears, the dread atom of time, 

The stream of thy glory o'er grief might prevail. 
And our woe would depart at that vision sublime 1 

O wonderful country ! O Canaan most dear ! 

My home ! dearest name to the heart here below ; 
It speaketh of welcomes and friendships so near 

In a land which no sorrowful changes doth know. 



CONSTANCY. 

(Set to Music by G» E, lies,) 

Turn not thy blushing face from me. 

Nor doubt my heart is thine ; 
I live for thee, sweet maid, for thee, — 

O, let me call thee mine ! 
Though all the world may faithless prove. 

Still will I constant be ; 
And though thou still shouldst spurn my love, 

This heart will beat for thee ! 
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O, bid me not from thee to fly, 

To pine in anguish lone ! 
Believe me, dearest, though I die 

My love is thine alone. 
Then though the world may faithless be, 

Dear one, my peace restore ; 
O, turn thy lovelit eyes to me, 

And never doubt me more ! 



SILVERY LITTLE BROOKLET. 

Silvery little brooklet, dancing at my feet, 
Pass me not so quickly on thy pleasant way ! 

Hast thou not a message for me, to repeat 
In, my ear, O brooklet ? Linger now, I pray. 

Bpme upon thy bosom, brooklet, do I see 
Faded leaves and petals wet with many tears ; 

Bringest thou no token, little friend, to me 
Which will fill my soul with bliss thro' life's long years ? 

Ah ! I thought there would be — ^little blue-eyed flowers, 
Fresh and pure and tender as man's love can be ! 

Sing, O happy brooklet, through thy playful hours, 
While in dreamy happiness I list to thee ! 
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WORD AND DEED. 

From the heart to the heart 
Let the warm love-words flow, 

For the power of pure love, 
O, none can e'er know ! 

Preach eloquent sermons ; 

But the doctrines Divine 
We must practise as well, — 

They before men must shine. 

How solemn a mission 

We each must fulfil, 
To help one another 

While climbing the hill ! 

We are far from the top ; 

But how many behind 
We can cheer by example. 

And words true and kind ! 

Not each for himself, — 
Thai's a motto of earth, — 

But "self and my neighbour" 
Betokens new birth. 

We glow as we journey, — 
Our hearts wide expand 

As we struggle on Zionwards 
Hand clasped in hand. 
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Then will heaven so bright 
Be much brighter if we 

Bring many souls with us 
Its glories to see. 



HEAVENLY COMFORT. 

O, SHADOWS of my blessbd home 

Fall on me even here ! 
For faint and weary oft I roam 

Through wilds and deserts drear. 

And for my peace, Lord, let Thine own 

Flow softly on its way 
To cheer me when I'm sad and lone, 

And brighten life's short day. 

O wonderful ! O peaceful halls ! 

The many mansions blest 
O'er which the sunlight cloudless falls, — 

Their very name is rest ! 
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A CHILD'S SONG OF SUMMER. 

The sweet-scented blossoms are falling in showers, — 
The wide-spreading woodlands are lovely to see ; 

O, carol ye birds, in your pretty green bowers, 
And make the grove ring with glad music for me ! 

Be merry, O birds ! for the summer is here ! 

The heather lies thick on the far-away hills, 
And I'm longing, dear birdies, your warbling to hear, — 

The sound of your music my bosom aye thrills. 

The flowers will bloom in the deep forest shade. 

And the sunbeams play softly o'er hill top and plain ; 

But my heart would be sad if in depths of the glade 
I heard not the songs of the wee birds again ! 



A LITTLE GIRUS PRAYER. 

" Jesus, tender Shepherd, hear me ! " 

Sang a little maiden fair ; 
" Through the darkness be Thou near me,- 

Listen to my evening prayer ! " 

Kneeling with her hands meek claspbd. 
Bowed her young head o'er them low ; 

Softly was her voice upraised, 
As the prayer in song did flow. 
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Sweeter sight than that in heaven 
Can the gentle angels see ? 

Are celestial arches riven 
With a purer minstrelsy ? 



" Through this day Thy hand hath led me, 
And I thank Thee for Thy care ; 

Thou hast guarded, clothed, and fed me," 
Sang she, lowly kneeling there. 

" Let my sins be all forgiven ! " 
Trembling from her lips there fell ; 

" Take me when I die to heaven, 
Happy there with Thee to dwell ! " 

Little child, so precious to us, 

As we listen to thy plea, 
All our hearts in loving chorus 

Pray God's blessing rest on thee ! 

May the tender Shepherd ever 
Fold thee to His breast in love ; 

And when earthly storms are over 
May'st thou dwell with Him above ! 



f 
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THIS LIFE. 

When the changeful scenes of time 
Fill our hearts with grief and pain, 

Feasting on the things sublime 
May our souls rejoice again. 

Life is but a breath, a gleam ; 

'Tis the prelude of the rest — 
But a drop within the stream, 

Hidden in its turbid breast ; 

But a single grain of sand 
On the border of the sea — 

Passing glimpse of some fair land 
Compared with eternity. 

Patiently then let us tread 

On the road to Zion's hill, 
Pastiu*es green and living bread 

Thankfully enjoying still. 

Life's a moment ! Wondrous thought ! 

Now it seems an endless strain, 
Oft with cares and sorrows fraught — 

Thirsty, spreading, dreary plain ! 

Beauteous promise ! Welcome light ! 

Joy of hope ! amazing love ! 
Dawn which followeth our night, — 

Harbinger of joys above ! 
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Drink, my soul, the waters sweet ; 

Sing, and be exceeding glad ; 
God's sure promises repeat, — 

Child of Heaven, be not sad ! 

Oft the clouds of earth arise, — 

Deafening tempests round us sweep ; 

Upward lifting then our eyes. 
We from very weakness weep. 

But a moment ! Strangely brief ! 

When the blessed land we gain 
We shall find a sure relief, — 

Blest immunity from pain. 



NO LIGHT AHEAD! 

* 

No light ahead ! no star of hope. 

To break the black horizon spreading wide ! 
Along the cheerless pathway left to grope, 

Uncertain of what danger may betide 1 

No light ahead ! O heart dismayed, 
Wailing thy anguish in the stormy air. 

Trust in the Lord, and be not thou afraid ; 

Doth He not o'er thee watch with loving care ? 

No light ahead ! No gladdening ray ! 

No cheery hope of dawn through all the night ! 
No welcome sound of life with coming day ! 

No sweet-remembered mercies' soothing light ! 
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THY BLESSING. 

Poor is the heart that se er conketh to Thee, 
Asking Thy blesing to Ikrhieai its way ; 

Saviour, Redeemer, Thy bkssirg is free, — 
Thy loving hand will ne'er turn ns away. 

Toilsome the journey and haid the long fight,- 
Bitter the warfare and scanty the spoil. 

If Thou withholdest Thy joy-giving light ; 
Thy blessing only can sweeten our toil 



GOOD-FRIDAY. 

O SOLEMN day ! O mighty love ! 

Strange, grand, mysterious hour ! 
Well might a veil o'erspread the heavens above,- 

Suns lose their glorious power ! 

What words or language can portray, 

Or heart of man divine 
The love displayed upon the earth that day 

In that one deed of Thine ? 
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In vain, great God, it seemeth now 

We try to learn it all ; 
We can but humbly at Thy footstool bow. 

And on Thy mercy call 



Thou lovest us ; then should we love 

In answer to Thy voice ; 
Love, as the holy angels do above, — 

In freedom, and of choice. 
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THE SUMMER IS ENDED. 

Tis past ! 'tis past, the spring-time rare, 

When all things shone so bright and fair ; 

Where summer woods were once so green. 

Nought but the naked boughs are seen. 

A wail of sadness fills each dell, 

As though it tolled hope's passing bell ; 

Each blade of grass is bathed in tears, 

So joyless all around appears. 

The darkening sky so grim and grey 

Reflected in the brook to-day 

Sees nothing there to feed its pride 

As on the little wavelets glide. 

Come back ! come back, O happy time, 

When summer woods are in their prime, — 

When joy and peace their anthems sing 

And make the slumbering valleys ring ! 
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THE PALM-TREE. 

See, the palm-tree in the desert 

Stands alone, erect and tall, 
While the sunbeams, hot and shadeless, 

On its spreading branches fall. 

All the fury of the simoom 

Breaks upon the lonely tree. 
Leaving traces as it passes 

Which the traveller may see. 

But they tell us these but give it 
Impetus to grow more strong ; 

And the lovely desert palm-tree 
Breaketh into lovely song. 

Weary eyes the hot plain scanning 
Hail the palm-tree with delight, 
For they know a spring of water 

Runneth near it clear and bright. 

> 

We are told the righteous flourish 
Like this sturdy tree and strong ; 

In this desert world oft lonely 
Doth he sing his joyous song. 

High above the sordid passions 
And the worldling's fitful mirth. 

Tall, erect, the real Christian 
Marks the wilderness of earth. 

17 



258 FIRESIDE LAYS. 



NAME THE DAY. 

Twice have the blossoms sweetly blown, 
And fragrant, hawthom-crownM May, 

Since I have sought thy love, mine own ; 
O name, beloved, our wedding-day ! 

Bright is the earth with many flowers ; 

The throstle sings in yonder lea. 
And playful sunbeams gild the hours 

And sweetly smile on thee and me. 

I would, dear one, that all things fair 
Should greet thee on thy marriage morn ; 

That Nature her bright robes should wear. 
And thus thy bridal feast adorn. 

O name the day, my fond heart*s pride ! 

For its sweet rose my heart doth pine ! 
No ill shall reach my bonny bride. 

Once sheltered in these arms of mine. 



BEAUTIFUL SUMMER HAS FLOWN. 

Beautiful summer has gone away, — 
Her balmy breezes, they blow not now ; 

Dead are the flowers once bright and gay, — 
The leaves fall fast from each spreading bough. 
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Birds from their cosy nests have flown 
To bask in southern climes awhile ; 

Forests and woods have silent grown, — 
No songsters now our hearts beguile. 

The wailing winds with sad lament 
Sweep o*er the hills and meadows bare, 

Seeming to find a strange content 
In all that's bleak and sombre there. 

Leaves that were once so bright and green 
Huddle together and hide away, 

As though they were fearful of being seen 
By the scornful wind as it comes that way. 

Beautiful summer, while thou dost sleep. 
Our hearts aye miss thy cheerful song; 

Oft o'er thy faded joys we weep. 

And mourn thy absence drear and long. 



A NUPTIAL SONG. 

O BREAK, sweet morning, bright and fair. 
And smile upon the wedded pair ! 
We would kind Nature lent her voice. 
And bade them evermore rejoice ! 

O shine, sweet morning, on the twain. 

One now for ever to remain ; 

In summer joy and winter snow 

More one, O may they truly grow ! 

17 — 2 
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O gentle zephyrs, 'neath their feet 
Strew showers of scented blossoms sweet ! 
O sun, outspread thy molten ray 
About their pathway day by day ! 

The harvest of their love has come, — 
To-day they bear their treasure home \ 
And while with joy the vales loud ring, 
A blessing on their way we'll sing. 

O God, look kindly on them now 
As lowly at Thy feet they bow ; 
Make fruitful every good desire, 
And with Thy grace their souls inspire. 



CHRISTMAS. 

O, THE laughter soundeth merry, 
And the lightsome, bounding feet, 

Where 'neath mistletoe's white berry 
Loving swains fair maidens greet. 

Little faces all delighted 

Smile upon the festive scene. 

Where in chambers brilliant lighted 
Hang the boughs of evergreen. 
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Dance, O tiny feet, soft sounding ! 

Clap the dimpled hands with glee ! 
Joy in measure is rebounding ; 

Christmas aye should happy be ! 

Come, dear Robin, ruby vested. 

Welcome to affection's bowers ; 
Come where thou hast often rested, 

On this window-sill of ours. 

If thou sangest not thy measures. 

Would our hearts be half so gay ? 
Where would be our Christmas pleasures 

If thou hid thyself away ? 

Come and sing us little ditties 

Of the many love-scenes dear 
Thou hast witnessed in our cities ; 

Tell us tales of Christmas cheer. 

Pretty redbreast, much I fear me 

There are many homes of pain 
Where thou hast upon thy journey 

Tapped upon the window-pane ; 

Singuig loudest, singing sweetest, 
Where the board was lightest spread ; 

Often feigning that thou feastest 
On the poorest crumbs of bread 1 

" Heart be hopeful ! " cheery singing. 

Where the inmates all looked sad. 
Back to joy the mournful bringing 

By thy ministry so glad ! 
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ONLY A SMILE. 

She has only smiles to give, 
But surpassing kind are they, 

Helping sadder hearts to live 
By their warm and soothing ray. 

Poor, indeed, in worldly things, 

Humble in her littie cot. 
But from mom till night she sings. 

Well contented with her lot. 

Sings, but only God can hear 
Her sweet song, for 'tis to Him ; 

With all reverence and fear. 

Sings she her thanksgiving hymn. 

Eighty summers' tales are told 

On her gentle face to-day ; 
Eighty winters' frost and cold 

Left their traces on their way ; 

But the peace within her breast 
Speaketh in her sunny smile, 

Telling that the promised rest 

Doth from earth her thoughts beguile. 

Gentle smiles and words of love, — 
These are all she has to give. 

But they point sad hearts above, — 
Help the weary ones to live. 
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HE MADE ALL THINGS. 

O GLORIOUS sun, which gilds the morning hours, 
And wakens from their slumber all the flowers ! 
O gentle moon, which like a molten ray 
Doth shed thy silvery beam across the bay ! 
Ye twinkling stars, which in the heavens high 
Make brilliant all night long the arched sky, 
And fertile lands with varied beauty spread ! 
O stately trees, and streams by rivers led, 
And rugged rocks encaved, which belt the strand, 
Ye are the work of an Almighty hand ! 
How little, O how little do we know 
Of Him from whom do all our blessings flow ! 
Weak, wondering atoms at the best are we, 
Unread, unlearned in earth's vast mystery ; 
Yet would we humbly, reverently kneel 
And worship God, who doth so much reveal. 



HEAVENWARDS. 

There are many ways to Heaven, 
But no pilgrim can mistake ; 

Many are the landmarks given. 
Pointing every road to take. 
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O how comforting the thought 
Every living heart can read, 

Conscience is of Heaven taught, 
Nor interpreter doth need ! 

Love of good is Heaven's highway, — 
Straight and rugged 'tis to climb ; 

But there is no other way 
Leading to the state sublime. 

Lanes and by-ways many a one 

Thronged with people heavenward bound 

As the streams to ocean run, 
Now in love of good are found. 

Wondrous road it is we tread. 
Never meeting face to face, — 

From a thousand pathways led. 
Keeping in the march our place. 

In the midst of crowds we feel 
Lonely for the lack of love : 

Strangers we together kneel. 
Travelling to our home above ; 

But we all shall friendly be 
When we reach the joy complete ; 

Blessed is the harmony 
Where the ransomed spirits meet 

'TIS not given us to tell 

Who as neighbours shall be gnren 

When at length we peacefid dwell 
In the holy dime of Heaven ; 
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But each hour and day by day 
Clothed in motley garb they come, 

Pilgrims on the narrow way, 
Welcomed by God's angels home. 



VESPERS AND MATINS.' 

" I THINK the birdies say their prayers," 

Said little blue-eyed May ; 
" They chirrup softly in the trees 

At every dose of day. 

" Tis such a pretty, sleepy sound, 
As though they feel like me 

When I am saying evening prayer 
Against dear mother's knee ; 

" And sometimes too when I'm awake 

Before the broad daylight, 
O what a buzz the birdies make, 

Just as they do at night ! 

" I know God made the little birds, 

And for them kindly cares ; 
He very likely taught them too. 

To offer up their prayers. 
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" I list to hear the words they say, — 

IVe tried so very oft, 
But in among the sheltering leaves 

They always whisper soft 

" Dear Jesus knows whatever we think. 
He hears our every word ; 

And I am sure He hears the prayer 
Of every tiny bird. 

" I wish the pretty things would come 
And say their prayers with me, — 

It seems to me so very odd 
To worship in a tree ! " 



THE BLIND SONGSTER. 

What made the little bird to sing 
With melody so wild and free 

As e'en to make the forest ring — 
The forest that he could not see ? 

He sang because he heard the voice 
Of lovely June, so low and sweet ; 

His heart was gay, — he knew no choice 
But its glad hymnal to repeat. 
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The land around was decked with flowers, - 
The purple heather in its prime 

Shone grandly in the sunny hours, 

And made the mountain-tops sublime ; 

But perched upon a slender bough 
Beside its cool and sheltered nest 

Where clustering leaves hung thick below, 
A little blind bird sang its best. 

No blade of grass, no blossom bright. 
Nor gleam of sunshine came to cheer 

The little warbler with its light ; 

His outward world was dark and drear. 

The deep blue sky above his head, — 
The brilliant hues of lowlands sweet, — 

The mossy sward beneath him spread — 
His eyes could ne'er enraptured greet. 

He seldom leaves his sheltered home 
When rosy dawn breaks o'er the earth. 

In company abroad to roam 
And swell the choruses of mirth. 

Methinks he knows the world is bright, — 
The landscape beautiful to see ; 

Ah ! yes, and wishes for his sight 
In his lone moments on the tree. 
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ART THOU ALWAYS GLAD? 

Blithe little bird in the old apple-tree, 
Swaying at will on yon trembling bough, 

Singing aloud in the height of thy glee. 
Is thy heart always as happy as now ? 

Are there not days when thy song is not heard 
Wooing the sunshine so smiling and glad ? 

Is thy joy changeless, O carolling bird ? 
Knowest thou not what it is to be sad ? 

What is the theme of thy music to-day ? 

Lov'st thou the shimmering leaves o'er thy head ? 
Lov'st thou the scent of the roses so gay, 

Blooming where once all was faded and dead ? 

Hast thou been hunting this morning, and found 
Food for thy palate most welcome and sweet, — 

Treasure spread over the soft yielding ground 
Waiting thy will and thy pleasure to eat ? 

All the cold winter time, where didst thou flee 
Far, far away from the frost and the snow ? 

Oft have I wished, joyous singer, like thee 
I from life's many dark phases might go. 

Ah ! but perhaps I might flee from the best — 
Best for my soul on its journey to heaven — 

All the prospective enjoyment, the rest 
Which to His children our Father hath givea 
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IN THE OLD HAUNTS. 

I WALKED where often we have walked 

Together in the glen 
Where hopeful we as lovers talked, 

For days were happy then. 

The cuckoo trilled its plaintive note 

Across the fallow lea, 
And dulcet song of throstle smote 

The air with melody. 

The woodland flowerets 'neath our feet 
Breathed perfume rich and rare ; 

The varied beauties seemed to meet 
And kiss the morning fair. 

I sang the songs I loved to sing 
When thou wert by my side ; 

I made the distant echoes ring, 
I wept the while they died. 

The old grey church we loved so well 

Snug nestles in the vale ; 
But evermore each chiming bell 

Breathes forth my soul's sad wail. 

The music from my heait w gone, — 
The brightness from my eye ; 

Where once its summer ^adne<i<» »hone 
Are withered leaves and dry. 
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But in the stillness of the glen 
I feel thy presence near, 

And hear thy well-loved voice again 
As in the days so dear. 
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HELPFUL SHADES AND KINDLY DEW. 

To the night dews soft and gentle 

And the life-instilling breeze 
Does the garden owe its fragrance 

And their strength the giant trees. 

So the soul doth need the shadows 

And the perils of the night, 
And the groping in the darkness 

For the slow returning light. 

There are watches dark and dreary 

Which we all are called to keep 
When the storms of grief within us 

Drive from weary eyelids sleep. 

Laden with our irksome burdens, 

Toil we often, till the night 
Hangs its dark deep shades around us, 

And we watch for morning bright 

When the golden sun is shining 
High above with glorious beams 

In its full meridian splendour. 
Wondrous fair all nature seems. 
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THE FISHER-GIRL'S LOVE-SONG. 

'Tis long since Willie went away 

Across the surging sea; 
And O how mournful was the day 

Which bore my love from me ! 

O Willie dearest, shall I more 

Behold thy kindly face, 
And wander with thee on the shore 

Of this our native place ? 

'Twas all to bring me golden wealth 

And, maybe, jewels rare ; 
But, dearest one, with thee and health, 

For these I should not care. 

A little cottage clean and neat 

Would be my thankful pride. 
For life to me would be so sweet 

If thou wert by my side. 

Come home, beloved ! Come home to me ! 

Far o'er the spreading main 
My heart holds out its arms to thee, 

And calls thee back again. 

Together thou and I will roam 

Along this pebbly strand. 
So happy in the joys of home. 

Hearts joined, and hand in hand. 
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SORROW-HUNTING. 

We oft hunt the sorrows which darken our way ; 
The fox in his hole might contentedly stay 
If not beaten up and chased madly all day. 

We rise in the morning, the world looking bright, — 
The blue arch above us is beaming with light, 
Yet we wonder at once if a fox we can sight. 

We take down our bugle, we blow a loud blast ; 
We loosen our hounds, and ride after them fast, 
While thick clouds of dust o'er our pathway we cast. 

We break down the hedges ; " No matter 1 " we cry ; 
In feverish haste o'er the soft grass we fly. 
And after our fox (oft a phantom) we hie ! 

All weary and worn with our chase in the gloam 
We come to the quiet and shelter of home. 
And vow never more after foxes to roam. 

We have turned up the turf, and bespattered our steed, 
Quite blind to the beautv of pasture or mead, 
And evening finds us of rest sore in need. 

In each of our covers the fox finds a lair ; 
The lambs of the fold he may not always spare. 
But let us not ruthlessly drive him in there. 

'Tis time for the hunt when we know he's about ; 
Don't cherish and feed him, but chase him right out ; 
We'll over his brush raise a jubilant shout ! 
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WINTER WILL SOON BE HERE. 

Winter will soon be here ; 

Children grieve to see 
Showers of dry leaves fall — 

Fall from each stately tree. 

Winter will soon be here ; 

Snow like a fleecy pall 
Silently coming down 

Will cover the verdure alL 

Winter will soon be here, 

Sounding his whistle shrill ; 
Rivers, awed by the sound, 

Hold their throbbing hearts still. 

Winter will soon be here, — 
Skating, snowball and fun, — 

Shouting and laughter ring, — 
Cheeks all aglow as we run. 

Winter will soon be here. 

Peeping in every place 
Laden with blessings great ; 

Welcome his dear old face 1 

Winter will soon be here 

Banishing birds and flowers, — 

Snatching the leaves from the trees, 
Spoiling our pleasant bowers. 

i8 
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Winter will soon be here, — 
Nature's sweet time of rest, 

When she asleep will lie 
On the great mother-breast 

Winter will soon be here ; 

Cosy and warm and bright 
Then will the ingle seem 

All in the gloaming light ! 

Winter will soon be here, — 

Merriest time of year, 
When homes are pure and glad. 

And love is inmate there. 



Winter will soon be here ; 

Leisure from garden toil 
Giveth us time to reap 

Harvest of Love's rich soil. 



THROUGH THE LATTICE. 

'Tis my love's sweet voice I hear 
Now from the lattice pane. 

As a mountain streamlet clear 
Rippling down the lane. 
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While the early morning dew 

Shines on the lilac-tree, • 
O my love so pure and true 

Singeth a song for me. 

When the lark doth blithesome wake, 

Quitting his cosy nest, 
Then my darling's song doth break 

Earth's long and silent rest. 
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AT HIS FOOTSTOOL 

What shall I ask of my Father in heaven ? 

What shall I draw from the fountain of love ? 
Riches of earth without measure be given, — 

Wisdom to soar all my compeers above ? 

Ease to enjoy all the pleasures of life. 
Beauty to dazzle the crowds that I meet, 

Freedom from toil and from warfare and strife, 
And that my cup may be flowing and sweet ? 

No ; I will ask for more light from His Word, — 
Trust in His wisdom in all things below ; 

Love which true peace to the heart doth afford, — 
Help that we more of the fountain may know. 

18—2 
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IN SIGHT OF HOME. 

Fly swiftly, my bark, o'er the waters so bright ! 

Kiss gaily the ocean's white foam ! 
Flap, flap your proud sails in the golden sunlight ; 

From other lands weary I come. 
The shores of my dear native land are in sight, — 

Of England, old England, my home ! 

Though others may boast of their skies or their clime, 

Of scenery lovely or grand. 
Nowhere does the sun of sweet liberty shine 

So brightly as in my own land. 
Then hail to thee, England 1 Oh long be it thine 

Unrivalled 'midst nations to stand ! 
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HAPPY CHRISTIANITY. 

Why should life's sweet flowers wither 
While they blooming round us stand ? 

They were planted for our pleasure 
By our Heavenly Father's hand. 

If we wander sad and lonely, 

Shall we please our God the more ? 

No ; for sweet religion only 
Shall increase our joyful store. 
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All life's pure enjoyments tasting, 
We should ever strive to come 

Steadily, with gaze upcasting 
Daily nearer to our home. 

Beauteous earth ! We prize and love thee ! 

Thou art truly full of grace ; 
God in perfect love hath made thee 

For His lower dwelling-place. 

Let thy sinless joys surround me 
While my heart abounds in love, 

Till for Canaan's land I leave thee, — 
E'en the promised rest above. 



r *XXXX> %^ X^ xyxyv.^ * ' *.' V^ V* ^' *_^ * »x ■• ^*N-^>* VXi/X* 



IN THE EVENING. 

Now are summer breezes stealing 
Softly o'er the languid earth, 

While the evening shades are deepening, 
And the queen of night rides forth 

With her myriad train extending 
East to west, and south to north. 

Meek are sleeping flowers bending 
'Neath their coverlets of dew, 

While the kindly vapours rising 
Faded Nature paint anew, 

That with fair Aurora waking 
It may rise the sun to woo. 
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SYMPATHY. 

We pine for thee, sweet sympathy, 
Whene'er oppressed and sad ; 

And O, we love to welcome thee, 
Our friend, when we are glad. 

Potent thy charm to soothe our woe. 

Or lull our fears to rest ; 
A kindly visitant art thou 

To every human breast. 



MIDNIGHT. 

*Tis midnight, that rare time of peace. 
When hum of busy labours cease ; 
The silver moon is shining high. 
And million stars bestud the sky ; 
The sighing of the loving breeze 
Steals like low music through the trees ; 
The earth is wrapt in grateful sleep, 
And angel forms their vigils keep 
Around the silent couch of man. 
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HARVEST THANKSGIVING. 

O Thou who art supremely great. 
Our high and holy Lord and King, 

Who didst the universe create, 
And man and every living thing ; 

Who made the earth her grain to yield, — 
The trees their varied fruits to bear, — 

The com and grass to spread the field. 
That all Thy bounteous love might share ; 

From gathering up Thy gifts we come 
To offer grateful praise and love ; 

Now bless us at our harvest-home, 
And smile upon us from above ! 

Let not our gratitude depart, — 
Thy boundless love forgotten be ; 

But fill with Thy rich grace each heart. 
Till we Thy harvest-home shall see. 
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A BALM. 

O LITTLE ones, half the grief of life 

Is bom of its wilful, needless strife ; 

There are mortal wounds whose throes hearts feel 

Which once a few loving words could heal. 
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O why should it be so ? Tell me this ; 
Is it not easy to give a kiss, 
When, perchance, a hasty word or deed 
Shall have made a brother's heart to bleed ? 

Now is the time : to-morrow mom 
Will find it harder to draw the thorn, 
For anger rankles and harsh words live ; 
Go thy brother, and say, " Forgive ! " 

Do as conscience would guide you— right ; 
Do not harbour revenge or spite ; 
So shall you reap a rich reward, 
A sweet communion with the Lord. 
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"BE YE MERCIFUL. 



» 



Thou whose perfect nature grieveth 
With a grief we cannot know 

O'er our sins, and yet receiveth 
Each repentant child of woe, 

Teach us. Father, in Thy mercy, 
To forgive and love like Thee ; 

We who so much need Thy pity, 
Should we sterner judges be ? 
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All that's gentle, kind and holy 
Comes from Thee, the only Good ; 

None so sinful, weak and lowly, 
But may claim Thy Fatherhood. 

From afar Thine eye discerneth 
One who caused Thee bitter pain, 

And Thine heart with pity yearneth 
Towards the prodigal again. 

No word from the wanderer falling 

Of his sorrow for his sin. 
Sight of him Thy love recalling. 

Thou dost haste to let him in. 

Kisses came with truest healing 
To the wounded, weary soul 

At Thy feet so humbly kneeling. 
And Thy great love made it whole. 

No reproaches, cruel, chilling, 
Fell upon his straining ear ; 

Heavenly peace his breast was filling 
When he saw his home so near. 

Vain are all our hopes of heaven 
If we learn not to forgive ; 

For if mercy should be given, 
We must first of mercy give. 
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HIDDEN DEEDS. 

Is there nothing thou canst do ? 

Never mind if it be small ; 
Little deeds are lost to view, 

But Gk)d sees and marks them all. 

Violets are but tiny flowers 
Hidden in their bed of green, 

But their perfume fills the bowers. 
Though they scarcely can be seen. 

Does the sunflower, towering high, 
Turning oft its saffron head. 

Please so well the passer-by 
As a fragrant perfume shed ? 

Though the dahlias may be seen 
Gorgeous in their bright array, 

Still the rose, our garden's queen. 
Love we better far than they. 

Pretty bluebells of the grove 
Are than peonies more sweet. 

For their pleasant scent we love 
As they bloom about our feet. 

So the little things we find. 
Which at first we cannot see, 

Leave to bless the world behind. 
Fragrance of sweet charity. 
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CHILDREN'S PRAYER-TIME, 

O HOUR of holy seeming, 
When peace steals o'er the heart 

As the little ones are praying, 
And we with them take part ! 

We add our fervent pleading 
To the burden of their prayer ; 

Thy blessing. Saviour, asking, 
That we Thy love may share. 

Nearer to heaven in feeling 

Our hearts appear to be 
When the little ones are lisping 

Their prayers about our knee. 
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SINGING CHILDREN. 

Every child of God is singing — 

Singing softly on its way ; 
Sometimes psalms of joy are winging 

To the blue heav'ns far away. 

Songs of gladness, mirthful measures 
Fall upon our listening ears. 

Telling of the young heart's pleasures, 
Marred not by foreboding fears. 
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Loving them, we pause and listen, 
Praying for them one and all ; 

While our eyes with tear-drops glisten 
That no sadness on them fall. 

What would be this world around us, 
Clothed in beauty so complete, 

If the children round about us 
Made for us no music sweet? 

It would be to us like summer 
Without sunshine, without rain ; 

Hushed the little brooklet's murmur,— 
Gone the verdure of the plain. 

Children help us with their wiling, 
Tempting us with them to stray 

Where the sunshine is beguiling 
All earth's beauty into play. 

Sing, O children dear, sing ever ! 

Break the silence dark and grim ; 
Once we sang in joyous measure, — 

Raised to heaven life's matin hymn. 

E'entide's crimson shades are glowing. 
But its gentle peace is ours, 

As with hearts with love o'erflowing 
We recall the morning hours. 
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WHAT SHALL I DO? 

What shall I do in the glad New Year 
That is born to me to-day ? 

Will it find me full of grief and fear 
As the year that's passed away ? 

Shall I sit down in mournful mood, 

Recounting all the past, 
And let the moments bright and good 

Fly by me countless, fast ? 

no ! my hope-spurred feet shall rise 
And use the present well ; 

It would be neither good nor wise 
Upon the past to dwell. 

1 will resolve, God helping me, 

To live as in His sight ; 
My highest aim shall ever be 
To do the thing that's right. 
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COCK ROBIN'S PARTY. 

TwAS Christmas Day, and all was white, 
For snow had fallen soft and light 

And covered all the land ; 
Leaves there were none — at least, not grun — 
Except the holly, to be seen 

In all the garden round \ 
The flowers felt it much too chill 
To blossom in the meadows still, 

And Jack Frost chained the brook. 

How bare it looked, that winter's day ! 

But O ! the church-bells sounded sweet, 
As o'er the hills and far away 

The echoes wooed them to repeat. 

Miss Jenny Wren and Robin Red 
From a large holly-bush peeped out, 

And saw a little fairy spread 
A feast of dainty crumbs about 

Now, just before, they both were sad, 
And thought they'd nothing have to eat ; 

And so their hearts were made quite glad 
To see this unexpected treat 

Cock Robin hopped awhile about, 

And "Chirrup, chirrup ! " came his grace; 

While Jenny Wren, with mien devout. 
Was watching her dear Robin's face. 
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" Come, Robin, pick a little crumb," 
At length the patient creature said ; 

'^ I'm sure you will be glad of some. 
And 'tis for us the feast is spread" 

But Robin bent his little head 

(As men do when they would look wise), 
And something heaved his bosom red. 

And something glistened in his eyes. 

" My love," said he, " 'tis Christmas Day, 
And I should like our friends to dine ; 

The most of them have gone away, 
But still to ask some I incline. 

" The Swallows left not long ago. 
To winter in a warmer clime ; 
The Martins and the Cuckoos, too, 
They go abroad in winter-time. 

" I'm much afraid they've all gone out, 
Or nearly so ; but, let me see — 
The Sparrows I have seen about, — 
To them a meal would welcome be. 

" They are too poor to go away, 

Although I think they need it most ; 
They live * from hand to mouth,' they say, 
And then of looks they've none to boast. 

" I will to neighbour Finch's go, 

And see if Woodpecker's at home, — 
The Lapwings, — ^and we then shall know 
If any of our friends can come. 
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" And you, dear Jenny, must invite 
The poorest Sparrows you can see, 
For it will make our hearts so light, 
And sweeter far our feast will be." 

Then Robin started on his track. 
Brimful of love his ruddy breast ; 

And Jenny watched him coming back 
Alone,— and then she knew the rest 

But by-and-by the sparrows flew 
From distant trees and hedges bare, 

And shyly to the board they drew 
And feasted on the dainties there. 

Their kindly host hopped in and out, 
And plumed his feathers in his joy, 

And handed all the things about, 
And hoped they would the feast enjoy. 

One little sparrow lagged behind 
Because he was so much ashamed ; 

But Jenny told him not to mind, 

His lack of tail should not be named. 

Another came with broken wing 
And halted often on his way. 

But even he was made to sing 
And spend a very happy day. 

Cock Robin sang with heart elate, — 
The sparrows twittered low with glee ; 

And Jenny Wren, the faithful mate. 
Made merry in the holly tree. 
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For Robin asked his neighbours in ; 

And 'neath the glittering roof of snow 
There rose at times a joyful din, 

For free the tide of love did flow. 

It was the theme of many a tongue ; 

For days the sparrows talked it o'er 
In knots the leafless boughs among, 

And praised Cock Robin o'er and o'er. 

The little fairy from her dell 

Enjoyed it all with tear-dimmed eyes. 
And evermore fed Robin well 

Because he was so good and wise. 

Dear children, this is Christmas Day, 
A time of joy and feasting, too ; 

l^et peace and goodwill have their sway. 
And love its holy bonds renew. 

Invite your friends to share with you 
The feast so bountiful and great ; 

And may your joy be pure and true, — 
Your hearts with fullest mirth elate. 

But may the sparrow have its share, 
And nestle for awhile in love 

Within your nest, and find in there 
A foretaste of the rest above. 



'9 
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LOVE'S PORTRAIT. 

What is my love like ? Summer's warm glow, 
And to the lily-cup, pure as the snow ; 
Gentle and kind is my sweet love, and fair ; 
With her rare beauty, O who can compare ? 

What is my love like ? Breath of the mom, — 
Blossoms of spring, that dewdrops adorn ; 
Bright as the sunshine that gildeth the day, — 
Fresh as the buds of the hawthorn in May. 

What is my love like ? Ever to me 
Like the bright ripples that dance on the sea ; 
Low is her voice like the plaint of the dove, — 
Soft as the sigh of the wind in the grove. 

What is my love like ? All that is sweet 
Doth in this maiden fair charmingly meet ; 
Not where the fairies live, down in the dell, 
But in my heart does my bright darling dwell. 
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HARVEST HYMN. 

For the riches of the land, — 
Treasures of the field and tree, 

Measured with unsparing hand, 
Lord, we give our thanks to Thee. 

In our feebleness we sow 
Single seeds within the ground ; 

Tis Thy mercy, Lord, we know. 

That doth make earth's fruits abound. 

Could we make one drop of rain ? 

Could we cause the sun to shine ? 
Could we multiply the grain ? 

Lord, the power alone is Thine. 

All that we can give to Thee 
Is our song of grateful praise ; 

This in all humility 

To Thy throne we love to raise. 



19 — 2 
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COME UNTO THE LORD. 

To our Heavenly Father bringing 
All our troubles and our care, — 

At His feet our burdens flinging, 
Are we loath to leave them there ? 

Has the gloom of life's great sorrows 
For us something of a charm, 

That we seem to dread the morrow's 
Promised brightness with alarm ? 

Is the valley to our feeling 
Cold and dismal though it be, 

All of gladness oft concealing, 
Cherished for its misery ? 

O climb up upon the mountain ! 

Step by step the summit gain ; 
Listen to the tender fountain 

Weeping o'er the valley's pain. 

Come, O pilgrim, worn and weary. 
Leave thy gloom far down below ; 

Jesus calls thee, calls thee daily ; 
Come, that thou His rest may know. 

Leaving darkness far behind Thee, 
Rise on wings of faith and prayer 

To the region high and holy. 

Which Christ's true disciples share. 
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THREE LITTLE SISTERS. 

So little Clara's married ! 

How years do glide away ! 
It seems but yesterday to me 

She was a child at play. 
Three little sisters once I knew, 

Bright girls, not in their teens ; 
Now two are married, did you say ? 

O tell me what it means ! 
Not any older do I feel 

Than in those happy days, 
Whither, all imbidden, oft 

My loving memory strays. 
But sure those little sisters three 

Have grown and budded soon, 
Since two of them are matrons now : 

How soon the/ve reached their noon ! 
There's only little Katie left 

To bask in girlhood's hours ; 
I hope she'll spend a gladsome time 

Amid its fragrant bowers. 
So little Clara's married ! 

And Minnie some time wife ! 
I can but pray God's blessing rest 

Upon them all through life, — 
That sweeter joys than girlhood gave 

May be their portion now, — 
May never care or sorrow write 

A line upon their brow ; 
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May love increase with growing years, 
And hearts grow nearer too ; 

While I must think of them e'en yet 
As three wee girls I knew. 



REFRESHING DEWS. 

Like an angel sweet and holy 

Does the dew at midnight stealing 
Bend beside the flow'rets lowly, 

Whispering words of love and healing. 
Not when they are bathed in sunbeams, 

And the air with song is sounding ; 
That is but the time for love-dreams, 

And the hearts with joy abounding. 
We are like the gladsome flowers, 

And the dews of heaven descending 
Seek to All these souls of ours 

With a treasure all-descending. 
Night comes with its curtain creeping, 

Veiling joybeams from our eyes ; 
Will the morning find us weeping 

If our souls shall upward rise ? 
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ERRANDS OF MERCY. 

Errands of mercy ! How sweet are the words ! 

Messages seA to the sorrowful they, — 
Love to the grief-stricken comfort affords, 

Leaving behind it relief for to-day. 

Fleet are the footsteps of love-quickened feet, — 
Full is the heart of the joy it may give ; 

Little they take, but the token is sweet, — 
Cheering poor weary ones helps them to live. 

Children may go on these errands so glad, — 
Never too young is the youngest to love ; 

Seeking poor little ones, ailing and sad, 
Dear to the heart of the Saviour above. 

Gladly indeed would they gather and prize 
Flowers that bloom in the woodlands so gay \ 

Brightness might gleam in the dull, heavy eyes 
If they could see their companions at play. 

While we are little we each one should try 
How we can comfort by word or by deed 

Those who on couches of suffering lie. 
Or of our ministry may be in need. 
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THE TWO LITTLE BEARS. 

(A Nursery Rhyme,) 

How funny, you'll say, that two lime bears 

Must live in these houses of ours. 
To guard against danger and trouble and snares, 

And many dark sorrowful hours. 

But O, it is true, for a mansion may be. 

In spite of its peaceful disguise, 
The most wretched place that we ever could see, 

Unwatched by their two pairs of eyes. 

These two little bears teach the heart how to sing, 

And oft when they wander away 
The bright, merry love-bell it ceases to ring. 

And we mourn for our bears every day. 

These two little bears make the cottage home bright,- 

Grand houses with laughter to ring, 
For all our life's hardships appear to grow light 

When the little bears teach us to sing. 

With Bear and Forbear, O how happy are we ! 

They show us the best of each other, 
And teach us to exercise sweet charity, 

And gentleness one to another. 
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FRIENDSHIP. 

Once the dear familiar faces 

Brightening life for us to day 
In our hearts found no warm places, — 

Woke in us no tender lay. 
Evermore their love is ours, 

Shedding fragrance e'en more sweet 
Than the perfume of the flowers 

Summer scattereth round our feet. 



BABY'S LIPS. 

Little lips that dimple 

With a joyous smile, 
Which with words so simple 

Oft my heart beguile ; 
May those sweet lips never 

Speak the thing that's wrong,- 
Be their love-notes ever 

Truth's most noble song ! 
Sing it, darling ! Sing it 

Through thy life's long day ; 
Never for a minute 

Let thy warbling stay ! 
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CLOUDY DAYS. 

Though to-day be dark and clouded, 
Wherefore should it give us sorrow ? 

As though life itself were shrouded, 
Joy oft Cometh with the morrow. 

O, how many days of brightness 
Fall to each one's lot to treasure ; 

Full of mirth, and love, and lightness. 
Brimming over without measure ! 

Should we take the floods of gladness 
Flowing smoothly down life's river, 

Thinking only when some sadness 
Comes to us, of Him the Giver ? 

Cloudy days are times of growing ; 

Many a dormant seed awaking 
Signs of life and strength is showing 

Just before the morn is breaking. 
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THE OLD TALE. 

'Tis sweet, O so sweet ! when the long day is closing, 
And shadows are drifting far over the hill. 

The sun in the West in his glory reposing. 

And the wide-spreading landscape lies peaceful and still,- 

'Tis sweet, O so sweet ! when the birdies are resting, 
To walk with my lover along the green lane ; 

The silence it seemeth so strangely in keeping, 
As I listen well pleased to the old tale again. 

'Tis sweet, O so sweet ! when the gentle moon rising 
Doth shed her soft beams like a silvery tide 

Into solemn, weird grandeur each object surprising 
As we wander along in a dream side by side. 

'Tis sweet, O so sweet ! I would dream thus for ever ! 

The voice of my dearest should hush me to rest ; 
O fond maid ! O happy maid ! why should'st thou ever 

Suppose that a trouble may ruffle thy breast ? 
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A CHILD'S PRAYER. 

Not from fear of what might be 
May I do the thing that's right, 

But from fervent love to Thee 
May I walk as in Thy sight 

Oft my sinful heart might choose 
Evil in the stead of good, 

But what blessings should I lose 
If I grieved Thy Fatherhood ! 

Happy only, Lord, are they 
Who delight to walk with Thee, 

And Thy holy laws obey 
Cheerfully and lovingly. 



PASSING BY. 

Stop, little minute ! O come back, I pray ! 

Let me wipe out with my fast-falling tears 
Words I have spoken, and would e'en stay. 

Lest they should sadden for others long years ! 

Fast as I run, and my heart calls to thee, 
I cannot catch thee, fleet atom of time ; 

Precious indeed do I feel thee to be, 
Wearing a history sad or sublime. 
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O little moment, give ear to my cry ! 

Art thou gone from me, gone e'en while I weep ? 
Many another is passing me by 

While I my burden of sorrow still keep. 

Brief little moment, O teach me to be 
Wiser and better, while treasuring more 

Time, as it glideth so swiftly from me, — 
Grieving for faults in my lifetime before. 
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THE TIME OF FLOWERS. 

Soon the lovely woods will be 
Decked with blossoms soft and sweet ; 

Little birds in harmony 
Will their happy songs repeat. 

Children hail the time of flowers ; 

Daisies, buttercup^, by them 
Gathered in the sunny hours, 

Better loved than merchant's gem. 

If no groups of girls and boys 
Played within the grassy mead. 

Summer would lose half her joys — 
There would be a blank indeed. 

But when all the flowers are here, 
And the sun is glowing bright. 

Do we hear the voices dear 
Of the children with delight. 
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Full of hope the cheerful song 
Carolled by the rippling rill, 

And by zephyrs borne along 
In the e'entide soft and still. 
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THE NOSEGAY. 

There were but a few wild bluebells 
And daisies tipped with red, 

A frond of fern, some crowfoots, — 
That I laid upon her bed. 

The simple flowers I gave her 
I knew she loved the best ; 

She had often played among them 
And held them to her breast. 

She used to tell them stories, 
And ask them if they knew 

Why 'twas that pretty flowers 
For little lassies grew. 

Her eyes so blue and brilliant 

Were full of pathos now 
As she clasped the little nosegay. 

And a smile illumed her brow. 

She kissed it very softly, — 

It tenderly caressed ; 
Then, growing very weary. 

She laid it on her breast. 



FIRESIDE LAYS. 303 



Then soon, while peaceful sleeping, 
She dreamed of gardens fair 

With wealth of fragrant blossoms, — 
That she was roaming there. 

Her slumber knew no waking 
Except for a brief, brief while ; 

Then holding her nosegay closer 
Soared home with a lovely smile. 



THE POWER OF PRAYER. 

Prayer is thy strength, O soul ! 

Prayer is thy light ! 
Prayer makes the clouds to roll, 

Chasing the night. 

Prayer is the language meet 

Which God hath given ; 
Prayer is the message sweet 

To thee from heaven. 

Prayer brings thee ease from pain, — 

Girds up thy strength ; 
Prayer leads thee back again 

Homeward at length. 
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WHEN THE CUCKOO COMES AGAIN. 

When the cuckoo comes once more 

From the warm land far away, 
Winter's reign will then be o'er 

And the woodlands will be gay. 

Through the shady groves will ring 
Warblings of the songsters sweet ; 

Flora too a store will bring — 
Flowers to spread beneath our feet 

Golden lichen in its prime 

Blooming on the ruined wall, 
Will o'er crumbling arches climb 

Wooing sunbeams as they fall 

And the grass will graceful move 
Answering to the balmy breeze ; 

Fond doves coo their notes of love 
'Midst the thickly mantled trees. 

Butterflies on gorgeous wing 

Flutter in the morning air, 
While sweet Nature loves to sing, 

Pleased to find herself so fair. 



J 
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VOICES ONWARD. 

There are voices onward ; I can hear the sound — 
Voices of the loved ones who have gone before ; 

They were weary pilgrims, but they rest have found,- 
SufFering and sorrow they shall feel no more. 

Shall I doubt the Saviour when the light is dim, 
Fainting on the journey when the way is rough ? 

Other children trusted, clinging still to Him, 
And in fiercest trials felt His strength enough. 

Let me then, Lord Jesus, ever-present Friend, 
Listen to Thy voice, which bids me to Thy side ; 

Thou canst well sustain me,— cheer me to the end, 
And for all my needs in mercy dost provide. 



TO A BOUQUET OF FORGET-ME-NOTS. 

Wee winsome flowers that bloom beside a stream, 
Where perfumed breath of fair June passeth by. 

And love in peaceful shade doth sit and dream 
Her golden dreams of truth and constancy. 

Often have ye with tender gaze upturned 
Mutely appealed with eloquence unique, 

And maidens' cheeks all consciously have burned 
And told a tale red lips refused to speak. 

20 
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Where woman fair her dearest treasure keeps, 
There may be found thy petals closely pressed ; 

And o'er them still for very love she weeps, 
And hugs the faded emblems to her breast. 

Much do we love you, O ye blue-eyed fays, 

Pride of the ferny banks where blue-bells grow,- 

Sing if you can to me those charming lays 
That filled my soul with bliss long time ago. 



TRUTH. 

Truth is a precious gem 

Most radiantly bright ; 
To all who hold it dear 

It is as noon-day light. 
God did this brilliant give 

To all His sons below, 
That by it they might live 

And in His likeness grow. 
Tis freedom of the Lord, 

The earnest of His love, 
The fulness of His Word, 

The joy of souls above. 
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THE ANGELS' SONG. 

What was it that the angels sang 
When heaven with hallelujahs rang, 
As over Bethlehem did appear 
The star which drew the wise men near ? — 
Peace on earth, goodwill to men ! 

The shepherds tending well their flocks 
Caught up the echoes from the rocks, 
And gladly, wondering did repeat 
The burden of the message sweet — 

Peace on earth, goodwill to men ! 

And while their hearts were full of fear. 
The angel of the Lord drew near 
And said, " It is my blest employ 
To bring glad tidings of great joy — 

Peace on earth, goodwill to men ! " 

The glory of the Lord shone bright 
And bathed Judea's plains with light. 
While heavenly hosts with loud acclaim 
Did laud and magnify His name — 

Peace on earth, goodwill to men ! 

Thus sang the armies of the sky, 
" Glory to God the Lord most high ! " 
While Bethlehem took up the song, 
Resounding all its hills among — 

Peace on earth, goodwill to men ! 

20 — 2 
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MEEK AND LOWLY. 

Jesus, who was once a child 

Living as we do to-day, 
Mixing with the world defiled, 

Went His meek and lowly way. 

He, the Lord of earth and heav'n, 
Mighty God and King of kings, 

Unto whom all praise be given, 
Grateful earth its tribute brings. 

While the creatures of His hand 
Pass Him by with scornful mien. 

Meek and lowly He doth stand. 
Pity on His visage seen. 

Jesus loves the meek of Tieart, — 
Those who live with Him below,- 

Thpse who choose the better part, 
And a lowly spirit show. 

But the Lord abhorreth quite 
Him who takes the highest seat. 

And who claims it as his right 
Where they for His worship meet 

All the riches of the earth 

Howsoever vast they be. 
Transient all, — of little worth, — 

They are counted vanity. 
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Health and beauty, youth and strength 
Take their flight and swift decay, — 

Glory, honour, — these at length 
While men hug them pass away ; 

But a meek and lowly mind 
Will survive the things of earth, 

And will happy entrance find 
Into regions of new birth. 



A STOCKING-MENDER'S DITTY. 

I OFTEN think old stockings might 

If they could only speak, 
Relate full many a story bright 

When we amusement seek. 

How many thoughts are woven in 

The shapeless holes we fill ; 
Our darning threads whole fabrics spin, 

Designed at Fancy's will. 

We tell old stockings many a thing. 

Ne'er fearing thefll betray ; 
To them our sweetest songs we sing — 

The sad, the grave and gay. 
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They know the hopes which play about 
Like wavelets on the shore ; 

And while our yarn goes in and out 
We tell them more and more. 

Our brightest smiles we lavish thus, 

The purest and the best ; 
The joys and griefs which come to us, 

The tumults of the breast 

'Tis good to watch a mother's face 
As o'er her work she bends ; 

Her often changing mood to trace 
While she the stocking mends. 

So earnest, all-absorbed is she. 
As though each stitch could hear 

The pleadings of her soul, maybe, 
Her deep, unuttered prayer. 

That in temptations fierce and wild, — 

In every phase of harm. 
The God of love would shield each child 

With His Almighty arm. 

Those romping boys whose laughter loud 

Is ringing in her ears, 
Of whom her heart is fondly proud, 

She parted from in tears. 

They all are scattered far and wide 

In many a distant home. 
And some are borne by wind and tide 

Across the ocean's foam ; 
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And she who misses from the heap 

A once familiar size, 
From flowing oft will strive to keep 

The tears which blind her eyes. 

She knows she never more will hear, 

Rebounding as they go, 
The little feet that used to wear 

That size she misses so. 

Though other little ones may troop 

Around her loving knee, 
She ever counts among the group 

A child they cannot see. 

Oft when the house is still at night, — 

The stocking on her hand, 
There cometh to her visions bright 

Of the fair and shining land ; 

And there amidst the happy train 

Of angels round the throne 
She sees her little one again, — 

Can hear its joyous tone. 

While gazing on the youthful face 

So radiant with peace, 
She drys the tears which fall apace, — 

Her sobs of anguish cease. 

Old stockings keep our secrets well ; 

They never will reveal 
What we with loving hearts oft tell, — 

The changeful moods we feel. 
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Of sunny days all bright and fair, — 
Of bliss in quiet bowers, — 

Of gloomy days, of dark despair, — 
Dead hopes, in midnight hours. 

And so we tell them everything. 

No matter what it be ; 
To them our plaintive songs we sing, 

Or gay heart's melody. 



LIVING AND LOVING TOGETHER. 

(A Son£*) 

Ah, love ! how long ago now seems 

The time when first we met ! 
Yet often are my brightest dreams 

Borne backward to me yet 
Tis strange to think there was a time . 

I did not love thee well, 
For now no words, howe'er sublime, 

Could half my fondness telL 

But, dearest love, my heart is thine ; 

I bask beneath thy smile ; 
Through life my sun thou art, to shine 

And every care beguile. 
And I will be thy gentle moon 

To shine when sunbeams sleep, — 
Outliving all the joys of noon 

My faithful vigil keep. 
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ROBIN REDBREAST. 

" Cheer up ! " the pretty robin sings, 

Perched on a leafless bough, 
And then he flaps his little wings 

And hops among the snow. 

" Cheer up ! " he sings, and looks around 
For scanty spread of crumbs, — 

And if he finds none on the ground, 
He to the window comes. 

Perchance he thinks we're sad indeed 

Now other birds are flown, 
And comes to help us in our need, 

Although he is but one. 

And though the garden-beds are bare 

He blithely sings his song. 
For summer flowers are sleeping there, 

And they will wake ere long. 

He peeps into each empty nest. 

But ne'er a single sigh 
Ruffles his ruddy little breast — 

" Cheer up ! " is still his cry. 

And by the frozen riverside 
Which murmured through the lea, 

The while the skaters o'er it glide, 
" Cheer up, cheer up ! " sings he. 
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When snow is deep, and bleak winds wail, 
And crystals deck each tree, 

While Nature wears her silvery veil, 
He sings right merrily. 

Sing on, thou pretty robin, sing ! 

W^e love to have thee near ; 
Thy friendly voice doth ever bring 

Bright hopes our hearts to cheer. 



OUR CROSS. 

Life's cross is made of little things, 

Not one gigantic bough ; 
Each word which grieves us and which stings, 

And stinging lays us low. 

There's not a day however bright 

Throughout the livelong year. 
But is succeeded soon by night 

And doth its shadows wear. 

No summer sky was ever seen 

Without one passing cloud. 
And so no day to us has been 

Which has not borne night's shroud ; 

For night succeeds the mom always,— 

The sun sets in the west, 
And life is only made of days. 

Some brighter than the rest. 
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But as the moments, minutes, hours 
Make up each fleeting day. 

So e'en this weary cross of ours 
Is made in the same way. 

Life is a battle-field, and we 

Are soldiers of the line, 
And on our cross should victory 

All gloriously shine. 

No soldier ever fought and fell 
Deep wounded in the strife, 

But on it he would proudly dwell, 
As long as he had life. 

O let us then rejoice to wear 
Our cross, nor sigh for rest ; 

E'en as a warrior loves to wear 
His medals on his breast ! 
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THE SUNBEAMS. 

I LOVE the merry sunbeams. 
They are so glad and bright ; 

Their dawning glory seems 
To dry the tears of night. 

They kiss the waking flowers 
Till they look up and smile. 

And by their magic powe'rs 
The lingering shades beguile. 
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They visit every dingle 
That lies in shadows deep, 

And with the thick leaves mingle 
Where feathered songsters sleep \ 

And these to-day awaking 
Pour forth their matin song, 

The dreaming silence breaking 
By music borne along. 

Not to the rich men only, — 
The proud and well-to-do, 

But to the poor and lowly 
They come with comfort true. 

To homes all sorrow-shrouded, — 
To weary beds of pain, — 

Into the alleys crowded, — 
Into each court and lane. 

Tis God our Father speaking 
In the bright sunbeams' glow. 

His children ever seeking 
Because He loves them so. 
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FOR EVER. 

For ever ! O how oft we shrink 

With an instinctive fear, 
And tremble ever as we think 

It daily draweth near. 

Why are we then so much afraid 
When it is ours to mould ? 

It will but be what we have made, 
Our Lord Himself hath told. 

No other hand the work will do, 

Nor put the final stroke ; 
The scene presented to our view 

Will be what we provoke. 

For all the labour of our hand 
We shall have just reward. 

When we are called at last to stand 
Before our God and Lord. 

If we have worked for heaven below, 
When life on earth shall end 

We shall its sacred glories know, — 
A glad for-ever spend. 

But if we live for earth alone, 

We shall a portion gain 
Where no repentance can atone 

Or mitigate our pain. 
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For ever I Let us not abuse 
Time, by our Father given, 

But prize it for its highest use — 
Eternity in heaven. 
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WE PRAISE THEE, O GOD! 

For life and health and food, — 
For mercies still renewed, — 
For raiment fit to wear, — 
For all Thy tender care. 

We praise Thee, O God ! 

For life's endearing ties, — 
The joy that in them lies, — 
For Thy protection given, — 
The hope we have of heaven. 
We praise Thee, O God ! 

For this most lovely place, — 
This world of matchless grace, — 
For power to understand 
The wonders of Thy hand, 
We praise Thee, O God ! 

For fruits and golden grain 
Our bodies to maintain, — 
For all the precious yield * 
Of pasture and of field, 

We praise Thee, O God ! 
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For winter's frost and snow, — 
Its bitter winds that blow, — 
For summer's balmy hours, — 
Its softly-falling showers, 

We praise Thee, O God ! 

For night's refreshing dews. 
And all that life renews, — 
For concord of sweet sounds 
With which the earth abounds, 
We praise Thee, O God I 

For the bright, beaming sun 
His glorious race to run. 
Still bringing to our sight 
Fresh wonders to delight. 
We praise Thee, O God ! 

For th' queen of gentle reign 
And her celestial train 
Who sitteth on her throne 
To rule the night alone. 

We praise Thee, O God ! 

For blessings great and small. 
Since Thou dost give them all,- 
For power to own Thee good,— 
To feel Thy Fatherhood, 

We praise Thee, O God ! 
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-IN RUINS OLD." 

O ECHOES, Ibllown^ like the tramp 

Of thousand feet upon my way 
As I tread o'er these ruins damp, 

Ye do but add to thdr decay. 

O winds that whistle shrill and low 

Through crumbling arches lichen-crowned. 

And up the winding staircase blow. 
Ye have a desolating sound ! 

O ivy ! piteous is thy plea 

While hugging yonder trembling tower ; 
In vain thou wouldest hide from me, 

Time brings to walls their tottering hour. 



THE FORGET-ME-NOT. 

O COY little flower, I send to my love 

An unwritten message by thee ; 
Perchance thy soft visage a dewdrop above, 

Will bring a kind token to me ; 
Then haste, little flower, O haste to my love, — 

Look up with thy shy, azure eye 
And say as she clasps thee, my bonny true love, 

" There's a loving heart throbbing close by 1 " 
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INgiTHE FIRELIGHT. 

Round the fire burning bright 
In the evening's waning light, 
Oft we sit while shadows tall 
Move like spectres on the wall ; 

While the throb of hurrying feet 

• Scarce is heard upon the street, 

And the night with velvet tread 

Comes her sable pall to spread ; 

Hush within and hush without, — 
Bright flames flickering about, 
Shedding all around the room 
Light enough to see the gloom. 

While the fire doth cheerful blaze, 
Mind reverts to bygone days, 
And we live in thought once more 
Times and seasons gone before ; 

Hear again the voices clear 
Of the friends we held so dear. 
Long since taken from our sight 
To the land of cloudless light. 

Through the vista of long years 
Mentally the eye oft peers ; 
In the firelight, as a book, 
We into the future look. 



21 
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Fond ambition doth us sway, 
And we long to fly away 
From the present, full of toil. 
Looking for some dazzling §poil, 

And forget that to be great 
We must patient work and wait, — 
Step by step the road must tread 
Ere the laurels crown the head. 

Gazing in the embers clear 
Many castles oft we rear. 
But they tumble to decay 
In the brighter light of day. 



FAREWELL, OLD YEAR. 

The New Year which we welcomed so 
And bathed with hopeful tears, — 

Whose coming made our hearts to glow. 
In silence disappears. 

How quickly have its moments sped, 
Borne on Time's restless wing ! 

And now 'tis numbered with the dead. 
And we its requiem sing. 

It came to us so full of glee. 

So full of youthful hope, — 
Equipped for all emergency. 

And strong with all to cope ! 
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It brought us joy and sunshine bright 
To strengthen and to cheer, 

And in the gloom of sorrow's night 
It saw our crushed hearts' tear. 

A crown of brilliant gems it wore 

Around its placid brow ; 
But it will never wear it more — 

Its reign is ended now ! 

And o'er its memory we grieve 

As of a friend most dear, 
And Mnreaths of fair immortelles weave 

To lay above its bier. 

Farewell, Old Year ! we gently lay 

Thy sleeping form to rest. 
And o'er thy open grave we pray 

Thy memory may be blest ! 
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SO COLD! 

It is so cold ! we say, and look 

Upon the frosted panes ; 
The wind howls low, each prattling brook 

Is held in icy chains, 

And every twig and tiny stone 

That lies upon the ground 
In rimy vesture of its own 

Is safely wrapped around. 

21 — 



324 FIRESIDE LAYS. 

The graceful fountains stand as though 

Arrested in their play ; 
Their bubbling waters cease to throw 

Their showers of sparkUng spray. 

And if the trees are leafless now 
They're decked with many a, gem, 

For crystals hang from every bough 
And cover branch and stem. 

We see the mark of many feet 

Imprinted on the snow, 
Of men who throng the busy street 

And ever come and go. 

Some leave behind them in the trail 
The impress of bare toes, 

Which tells a long, pathetic tale 
Of bitter want and woes. 

And though we know it need not be, 
*Tis sweet to give relief; 

Such direful, pinching poverty 
Overwhelms the heart with grief. 

It makes our homes still dearer seem,- 
Our fires to burn more clear. 

To know that we have cast a gleam 
Of joy, poor hearts to cheer. 

When winter with its chains doth hold 
The earth in iron bands, 

To those who shiver in the cold 
Well tender loving hands. 
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IN MEMORIAM. 

Thy joy is full, — ^thy soul hath gained 
Heaven's shining, blissful shore, 

And our fond hearts are broken, pained 
With throes of mourning sore. 

We know that thou hast listened long 
The Bridegroom's voice to hear, 

With lamp well trimmed and pleasant song 
To greet Him drawing near. 

At length He called for thee by name 

In tones of tender love. 
And angels at His bidding came 

To bear thy soul above. 

On earth it was thy greatest joy 

God's boundless love to tell ; 
In heaven it is thy blest employ 

His songs of praise to swell. 

Thou hast left many marks behind 

To guide us on our way, 
That we an entrance sure may find 

To realms of endless day. 

A moment hidden from our sight 

Thy voice we yet can hear. 
And as we watch through life's dark night 

We feel thy presence near. 
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SPRING IS COMING. 

Spring is coming, joyous Spring ! 

Bright as childhood's sunny hours ! 
Making hearts with glee to sing ; 

Clothing hill and vale with flowers. 

First the snowdrop waketh up 
From its long, refreshing sleep, 

Then the yellow crocus-cup 
From its hiding-place doth creep. 

Soon the little lambs will bleat, 
Basking in the bright warm sun, — 

Nip the grass so crisp and sweet, — 
Gambolling o'er meadows run. 

Where clear streamlets wend their way 
Murmuring softly through the lea. 

Children light of heart will play. 
Laughing, romping, full of glee ; 

And to Nature's song of praise 
Loud responses will they sing, 

For they love the happy days 
Of the lovely, verdant spring. 
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TEARS. 

Tears tell of deep emotion 
Betraying heart commotion. 

Tears tell of crushing sorrow 
Which nought from hope can borrow. 

Tears bitter griefs betoken, 
And anguish all unspoken. 

Tears come, quick answering ever, 
When death life's ties doth sever. 

Tears tell the quenchless yearning, — 
The love for ever burning. 

Tears, sympathy revealing, 
Bring with them truest healing. 

Tears come with untold blessing 
In seasons sore distressing. 

Tears rise when hopes are brightest 
And when our hearts are lightest 

Tears witness to our sadness 
And to our ardent gladness. 

Tears bring us all the nearer 
And make true friendship dearer. 

Tears often come unbidden, 
Revealing hopes long hidden. 
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Tears, oft than words more precious, 
So potent are to bless us. 

Tears, are they not soft showers 
Which water life's bright flowers — 

Gifts of the Lord most holy 
To us His children lowly ? 



SWEET MEMORIES. 

All the sweet and pleasant things 

Let us each remember ; 
Lovely May a mantle flings 

Over bleak December. 

Morning breaketh fresh and bright, 
Bringing back the sunbeams, — 

Blotting out all trace of night, — 
Chasing all its sad dreams. 

Loving words and acts will we 

Ever fondly cherish ; 
All that should forgiven be 

Shall from memory perish. 
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BIRDS AT EVENING. 

The little birds who, soaring high, 
Through all the long day roam 

And flutter in the azure sky, 
At evening seek their home. 

Nor sweeter is the joyous strain 
Which floats on morning's breeze, 

Than warbling notes we hear again 
At even, 'midst the trees. 

So soft and low from nest to nest 

Their vesper song is heard. 
Till one by one they sink to rest. 

Each little drowsy bird. 

The nightingale in cadence sweet 

A lullaby doth sing — 
More softly still her strains repeat. 

And through the woodlands ring. 

Then, 'mong the trees so sombre grown 
And draped in shadow deep. 

She seeks her quiet nest alone 
And gently falls asleep. 

As sentinel throughout the night 
The sleepless owl doth soar. 

Till warned by dawn's returning light 
His lonely watch is o'er. 
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THE BABY'S SMILE. 

Her little baby bending o'er, 

A mother doth beguile 
By her exhaustless, magic store 

Of signs into a smile. 

The first faint smile her treasure gives 

Responsive to her art, 
A sacred, priceless jewel lives. 

Enshrined in her fond heart. 

It tells her of fair reason's dawn, — 
Of guileless, cloudless love, — 

Of trust, as bright as sunny mom, 
Reflected from above ; 

A love that knows no lowering cloud 

Nor shadow of disguise. 
O'er which distrust has thrown no shroud 

Or painful, sad surprise. 

The throbbings of the music sweet 
Know not discordant sounds. 

For love in harmony complete 
Within each heart resounds. 

O that a smile might ever be 

So full of heavenly grace. 
As that a loving mother sees 

Shine on her infant' > face ! 
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OUR NELLIE. 

'TwAS when the fruit was hanging 

Upon the drooping stem, 
And bUthesome birds were singing, 

And Nature answered them ; 
When earth was richly laden 

With crops of golden corn 
Which moved like rippling rivers, 

Our Nellie dear was born. 

The air was sweetly perfumed 

With breath of many flowers, 
Which bloomed in wild profusion 

Round cool and shady bowers ; 
The leaves all rustled gently 

Upon the forest trees, — 
The murmur of the brooklets 

Was answered by the breeze. 

Twas when the snow was lying 

Upon the frozen ground, 
And the winter winds were blowing 

With loud and angry sound, — 
When boughs were gaunt and leafless, 

And summer flowers slept on. 
Her angel spirit left us 

Sad, tearful and alone. 
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WEARY. 

Weary of the pleasures, tired of the strife, 
Weary of the long march and the toil of life ; 

Weary of the tangle, the thorns, and briers that lie 
Oft across our path, and prick us passing by ; 

Weary of the mountains, the river, and the sea, 
And of many burdens pressing heavily ; 

Weary of the cold blasts and the scorching heat, 
And of cruel stones which hurt our tired feet 

Weary, O so weary ! O ! the way is long. 
Nor can we our voices raise in cheerful song ; 

Weary of our cross, of woes we meet with here,— 
Weary of the dangers ever lurking near ; 

Weary of the labour, sighing so for rest ! 
Bearing ever onward a sad and anxious breast ; 

Weary of the night-time, weary of the day — 
In these moods^of weariness frittering life away ; 

Looking on the dark side — the journey, not the goal, 
Letting poisoned arrows pierce the inmost souL 

• 
Know we not of others burdened more than we ? 
But they bear up bravely, singing cheerily. 
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For they know the journey, will at length be o'er, — 
Every ill they meet will pass for evermore ; 

Hearing in the distance voices passing sweet 
Of the many loved ones they will shortly meet ; 

Through the clustering tree-tops lining life's highway 
They are catching glimpses of eternal day ; 

Strains of blessed music from celestial spheres 
Fall with soothing cadence on their listening ears ; 

In the distance now they see home shining fair. 
And with eager feet they're pressing forward there ; 

They have toiled as we have up the rugged hill, 
Bearing heavy burdens, strong in hope and will ; 

They have culled the flowers blooming at their feet, 
They have sipped the waters of the fountain sweet ; 

They have owned the beauty of this world below, 
And its thousand pleasures they delight to know ; 

They have loved the sunshine and the grateful shade, 
And in midnight darkness they were not afraid, 

For they knew that Jesus held them very dear, 
And they felt Him daily growing ever near ; 

They were often weary, but He gave them rest. 
And He pressed them closer to His sheltering breast. 

O then let us gladly, resting in His love, 
Bear on ever upward to our home above ! 
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O LOVING WORDS! 

(Set to Music by William Smalhuood,) 

O LOVING words ! O tender words ! 

Come speak to us once more, 
And bring to us the happiness 

We knew in days of yore ! 

O loving words ! O tender words ! 

Heal broken hearts again, — 
Wipe out the memory of the past, 

And still each throb of pain ! 

O loving words ! O tender words ! 

Ye have been long away, 
And seeds of bitterness have grown- 

O root them up, we pray ! 

O loving words ! O tender words ! 

Fall softly on our ears ; 
Remove all sorrow from our hearts. 

And dry the mourner's tears. 

O loving words ! O tender words ! 

Possess our hearts once more, — 
Restore to us the cloudless peace 

We knew in days of yore. 
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O WESTMORELAND! 

O Westmoreland ! sweet Westmoreland ! 

I pine for thy green hills 
And for thy bright and glassy lakes, — 

For thy sweet mountain rills ! 
To see the purple heather bells 

And the wild flowers which grow 
Upon thy lofty mountain-sides, 

As I did long ago ! 

O Westmoreland ! dear Westmoreland ! 

To hear once more I long 
Re-echoing softly through thy vales 

The birds' soft evensong ; 
To see thy mountains growing grand 

Beneath the sunset glow, 
Reflecting every gorgeous tint 

The waning day can throw. 
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A PRAYER. 

Sweet Saviour, to Thy sheltering breast 

Hold me in everlasting rest, 

And in all time of earthly ill 

May I on Thee be leaning still 1 

I am Thy child, though frail and weak, — 

Do Thou some word of comfort speak ! 
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"DID BIRDIE SPEAK TO ME?" 

The hay was lying newly-mown 
On meadow lands one sunny day, 

And all the earth had lovely grown, 
When, weary with her childish play 

A little maid with golden hair 
And eyes as blue as blue could be 

And face as alabaster fair 
Sat down to rest beneath a tree. 

Her dimpled hands could scarcely hold 

The posy, to her heart so dear; 
For daisies white and cups of gold 

She'd plucked at will from far and near. 

Some few had fallen by the way 
And drooped beneath the noontide heat. 

And some within her bonnet lay 
Against her tiny slippered feet. 

The green leaves fluttered o'er her head, 
The soft air fanned her rosy cheek, 

And looking up she smiling said 
" I think I hear a birdie speak ! " 

And soon she spied a cosy nest 
Between the branches of the tree, 

And saw a bird with golden breast ; 
She said, " Did birdie speak to me ? 
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" Come down to me, you pretty thing, 

And I will let you smell of these, 
And you can stand by me and sing ! 

Come, little birdie, if you please ! " 

With hands upraised and wistful mien 

The little maid besought the bird ; 
No fairer sight was ever seen, 

Nor sweeter pleading e'er was heard. 
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APRIL. 

April comes with smiling face. 
Laughing, weeping all for joy, — 

Bringing with her boundless grace, 
Fitful, winsome, blithe and coy, 

Bending o'er the budding trees. 
Softly whispering to them all ; 

And each sleeping flower she sees 
Doth to waking softly call. 

Scented blossoms sail along 
On the river's placid breast. 

And the welcome cuckoo's song 
Calls the swallows to their nest. 



22 
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LINES 

ON THE CX:CASION OF THE 

MARRIAGE OF H.R.H. PRINCESS LOUISE 
AND THE MARQUIS OF LORNE, 

March 2ise, 1 87 1. 

Most gentle Princess, we would greet 
Thy marriage mom with truest joy, 

Our kindest wishes would repeat 
While prayers for thee our hearts employ. 

Great Britain's daughters now unite 
Thy bridesmaids one and all to be, 

And hail the day with fond delight 
Which binds them closer still to thee. 

God grant this bright, auspicious day 

Be but the early, breaking mom 
Of purer joys and loves, we pray, — 

All higher, holier, heaven-bom. 

God bless the husband of thy love, — 

A growing union be thine ; 
May angels from the courts above 

Proclaim thy wedding-morn divine. 
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MAY SONG. 

See, lovely May with fairy tread 
Is coming forth by April led, 
Amid choice perfume of the flowers 
Which maketh sweet the sunlit hours. 

The green leaves glisten on the trees, — 
Soft blossoms woo the honey-bees. 
While busy ants come forth to see 
Who draweth nigh so blithesomely. 

The waving grass so fresh and sweet 
She gently presseth 'neath her feet, 
And soft and low the ring-doves' wail 
Doth greet her in the primrose vale. 

The hares from out the coverts run. 
And rabbits gambol in the sun. 
While squirrels sport with greaU delight 
In woody parks from morn till night. 

We love thy weeping sister well, 
For she thy coming doth foretell ; 
But May, 'tis thine with tender grace 
To wipe the tear-drops from her face. 
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MOTHER. 

Breathe the dear name softly, 

It is music sweet \ 
Tis the first that infants' 

Faltering lips repeat ; 
Tis the name we ever 

In maturer years 
Speak in reverence deepest, — 

Often, too, with tears. 



WHEN THOU ART FAR AWAY, 

When thou art far away, love. 

My heart will pine for thee ; 
I many tears shall shed, love. 

When none is by to see. 
Thou'rt all the world to me, love,— 

My life's all-brightening ray ; 
Ah ! I shall mourn for thee, love, 

When thou art far away ! 

I know the flowers will bloom, love ; 

The hawthorn, pink and white, 
Wil' deck the village lanes, love. 

With scented blossoms light ; 
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But gone will be the charm, love, 
Which once they had for me ; 

My heart will be with thee, love, 
Upon the trackless sea. 

But when thou comest back, love, 

Twill summer be to me 
Though snow lie on the ground, love. 

And leafless stands each tree ; 
Though bitter winds may wail, love, 

Our cottage home around. 
They will, that happy day, love, 

To me as music sound. 

To gaze upon thy face, love, 

Will banish all my fears. 
And should I weep at all, love. 

Mine will be grateful tears ; 
To hear thy cheering voice, love. 

The while thy loving kiss 
Is warm upon my cheek, love. 

Will fill my heart with bliss. 



ON THE DEATH OF A LITTLE GIRL. 

Where is our loved one now. 

She whom we held so dear ? 
In silent grief our heads we bow 

Becauce she is not here. 
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Last year, when many flowers 

Cl,ad all the verdant earth 
And perfumed sweet its shining hours, 

Her heart brimmed o'er with mirth ; 

Dancing so full of glee 

Beneath yon spreading pine. 

Or rambling with me o*er the lea, 
Her warm hand clasped in mine. 

She stooped beside the brook 

To cull a floral gem, 
And merrily she stood and shook 

The crystals from its stem. 

I little guessed that day 
When we were blithe and glad. 

How soon she would be ta'en away 
And leave our hearts so sad. 

But when the leaves fell low. 
Borne on the chill wind past. 

She walked with languid mien and slow ; 
We saw her fading fast. 

A lustre filled her eyes, — 

Her face strange beauty wore, 

Until ere long beyond the skies 
Angels her spirit bore. 
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A BOATING SONG. 

Tis pleasant to glide o'er the sparkling tide 

To the sound of our dipping oars, 
As gaily and proudly our bark doth ride 

Far away from the weary shores. 

Tis pleasant to sit there and idly dream 

Removed from the reach of care, 
While the sunbeams are gilding the placid stream, 

And song-birds are rending the air. 

Tis pleasant to pass by the fairy bowers 

Which nestle around the still lake, 
So richly entwined with the sweet wild flowers 

That gently the zephyrs shake 

Tis pleasant to rest 'neath the spreading trees 

That droop o'er the water low. 
And feel the breath of the playful breeze 

Which sighs through each leafy bough. 

Tis pleasant to glide o'er the waters bright 

When the sun illumes the west, 
And watch as in tender waning light 

The day sinks down to rest. 

Tis pleasant to glide o'er the sparkling tide 
When the moon soft beams doth spread 

Like a jewelled path o'er the waters wide. 
And bright stars shine overhead. 
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'WHO ARE THESE?" 

What is that strange and motley throng, 

So eagerly marching with outstretched hand, 
And singing in chorus one joyous song? 

They are pilgrims bound for the heavenly land 
Many a young man with them has gone, — 

Many a maiden, many a wife, 
Of every country, and clime, and tongue, 

Of every station and walk in life ; 
Each pilgrim doth mark of honour bear. 

Some trophy of triumph o'er sin and shame ; 
And there in the sight of the city fair 

Together they praise their Deliverer's name. 
O wonderful army of conquerors all, 

Sweet is the thought of their promised rest ; 
None ever can enter within the wall 

But those whom the Saviour has owned and blest 
Theirs are the honours which do not fade, — 

Glories which time cannot destroy ; 
No weary marches, no long parade, 

Nor bitter war-cry mars their joy. 
But soldiers they evermore will be. 

Not guarding the city through danger's night \ 
They will be soldiers of Charity, — 

The peace-loving guards at the gate of Light 
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THE SHADOWS. 

Say, what makes the landscape beautiful to-day ? 
'Tis that shadows dark with laughing sunbeams play. 
Strange and all unlovely would the world appear 
If, with golden sunlight, shadows came not near ! 
Look at yonder forest with its grand old trees ; 
Every little leaflet trembling in the breeze, — 
Every blade of grass that shimmers in the sun, 
And the lovely flowers have their shade, each one. 
E'en the sun-crowned mountain, towering to the sky. 
Owes its grandeur to the shades which round it lie ; 
All the little ripples dancing on the lake 
Ever answering shadows on the surface make ; 
Even the minute insect resting on the flower 
Throws its tiny shadow in the noontide hour. 

Say not thou art weary 

Of the shadows dreary ; 
For the deepest of them give to beauty birth, 
When with happy sunshine they flit o'er the earth. 



A THANKSGIVING SERVICE. 

The golden sunbeams streamed into the chancel dim. 
Where flowers and sheaves of corn upon the altar lay ; 

And joyously they sang a sweet thanksgiving hymn. 
While slowly, softly died the organ tones away. 
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The gorgeous windows stained subdued the flood of light, 
And filled the holy edifice with rich prismatic rays ; 

And I, in heart rejoicing at the beauteous sight, 

Joined with the tuneful choir in song of grateful praise.- 
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THE LANGUAGE OF THE EYE. 

Give me an eye that meets mine own, 

Nor quails beneath my earnest scan ; 
I list not to the lips alone, — 

The wordy eloquence of man ; 
I glory in the noble ire 

Which doubt expressed will oft awake. 
When from the eye will fervid fire 

Like meteoric flashes break. 

But, hearkening to man's words, I seek 

The silent language of the eyes ; 
These truth unsullied ever speak. 

The flippant lip too oft belies. 
The eye is faultless in its aim 

To pierce the soul with love or hate ; 
And words can never more reclaim 

When speaks the eye — ^they come too late. 
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"FATHER, STEER AT ME. 



>) 



The sun brightly shone o'er the morning tide, 
And gaily the boats of the fishers sped, 

While softly and smoothly they seemed to glide 
Away to the sea on the broad river's bed. 

And there on the bank of the brackish stream 
Stood many a group on that autumn day 

Of children whose faces with joy did beam, 
While watching their fathers' boats fading away. 

And loud were the voices upon the shore, 
In silvery chorus high, bright and clear. 

When raising at length one farewell cry more, 
They merrily homewards their footsteps veer. 

At turn of tide they were there again ; 

But a mist had covered the waters bright, 
And many a heart was filled with pain, 

For never a boat could the watchers sight. 

Now peering oft from the open door 

The women would stand with their babes at breast, 
Or thronging together upon the shore 

Would wait and whisper of deep unrest. 

The night wore on, and darker it grew. 
And still more sad every heart became. 

And in tones most pitiful, not a few 

Called loudly often their good-man's name. 
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A little maiden eight years old, 

Weighed down with an awful load of care, 
,To her Father above her sorrow told 
In unclouded faith and believing prayer. 

To the open door she often went 

And strained hei eyes toward the sea once more ; 
Again and again the air she rent 

With her cries of " Father ! " o'er and o*er. 

Ere long she heard a voice that she knew 

Calling aloud to those on land, 
And nearer in haste to the beach she drew 

With a thankful heart and outstretched hand. 

It was her father ; but the night was dark, — 
So dark that the shore he could not see, 

Nor could he guide his little bark. 

But she shouted, " Father, steer at me." 

While standing there on the shingled strand 

She sang aloud with all her might. 
Thus guiding her father safe to land ; 

And heartfelt thanks rose to heaven that night 

But soon, alas J on the little maid 
A fever fell, which did lay her low ! 

Her father, watching her, felt afraid 

His darling one from his sight would go. 

And anxiously now and with woeful eye 
Did he hover near her night and day ; 

More certain he was that the hour drew nigh 
When Christ would take her from hence away. 
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She looked at him with eyes full of love, 
And softly stroking his horny hand, 

Said, " Father I'm going home above, 
To the wonderful, bright, and better land." 

" Dear father," she said to him again 
As the tears rolled down his furrowed face, 

" O do not let us part here in pain. 
For you can follow to yonder place." 

But he bowed his head upon his hand 
As he answered, " Love, I cannot see ! " 

She said, " Oh the strand of the happy land 
I will sing, and you must steer at me ! " 

The fisherman sat by his dying child, — 
His heart was heavy, — his eyes were dim ; 

At length she looked at him and smiled, 
And took a last farewell of him. 

And now when the mists are very deep 
And surging billows nigh overwhelm, 

His heart with a new found joy doth leap — 
He knows the Saviour is at the helm. 

And evermore doth he seem to hear 
When the nights are dark and danger threats 

His dear child's voice, calling loud and clear, 
" Father, steer at me ! " anrd he ne'er forgets. 

And she with her feet upon the shore 
Doth hear him drawing near to land, 

And with joy to welcome him home once more 
She stands with an eager outstretched hand. 
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O peerless country ! O cloudless day ! 

O climate of azure sunny skies, 
Whose balmy breezes aye sweep away 

The mists and shadows from off our eyes ! 

We need some voice attuned with love 
To guide us safe to thy shining shore, 

To raise our weak spirits high above 
The film that covers its beauties o'er. 



THE GOOD OLD TIMES. 

The good old times ! O let them go,- 
They've had their little reign ; 

It is an idle wish, we know, 
To want them back again. 

There's not a man in all the land 

Who, if he will but lend 
A willing heart and earnest hand, 

The present times may mend. 

All honour to the days of yore 
And to our grand sires grave. 

But better times are to the fore, — 
Then let hope's banner wave ! 

The best's to do — 'tis never done ; 

Thus will it ever be 
Till shadows fall, and life's bright sun 

Sinks down for you and me. 
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AGAIN. 

Tm sitting in the dear old room, 
My own in days gone by ; 

I hear again in the growing gloom 
The river's plaintive sigh. 

Tis good to rest as 1 do now 
'Neath the shade of other years, 

And musing tenderly, while slow 
Drop big and grateful tears. 

While silvery chimes in yonder tower 
Break forth in measure sweet, — 

Divide and subdivide the hour, 
My lips their strains repeat. 

The myriad stars that gleam o'erhead 
Grow brighter while I gaze, 

As though it gives them joy to shed 
New light o'er other days. 



PEACEFUL NIGHT. 

O NIGHT, when silence woos the earth to rest, 
And thou dost spread thy curtain over all ; 

When but in whispers birds in leafy nest 

Through the hushed forest to each other call 
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The rivers, as unceasingly they flow 

Through dewy meads, all speckled o'er with flowers, 
Are singing ever in sweet cadence low 

A lullaby through all thy restful hours. 

The gentle moon doth still her watch maintain, 
And sheddeth over all her silver sheen, 

Till glittering stars pale in the heavens again, 
And in the east the orb of day is seen. 



HELP THOU MY UNBELIEF. 

Tearful are our hearts when sorrow's shades are deep,— 

I ,ost to Thy near presence, Saviour, do we weep ! 

Anxiously we grope along our darkened way, 

Till our bruised spirits turn to Thee and pray ; 

Pray until our heavy burdens grow more light. 

And the rosy morn unfoldeth to our sight. 

Jesus, Lord, forgive us that our faith is weak ; 

Help us that we may in trust Thy mercy seek, 

Knowing that Thy children are Thy special care. 

That wheree'er Thou leadest them. Thou art with them 

there. 
Saying to them ever, " Trust, nor be afraid. 
Everlasting arms of love are around you laid" 
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ONCE MORE. 

Once more the fields of ripening corn 
Are waving 'neath the golden sun, 

And shocks of grain the hills adorn, 
Proclaiming harvest has begun. 

Once more the mower whets his scythe 
And lays the tender grass down low, 

And many workers strong and blithe 
Toss, rake and throw it to and fro. 

Once more we hear the reaper's song. 
And in the lanes at close of day 

We meet a sunburnt straggling throng 
Of gleaners on their homeward way. 

Once more the scarlet poppies deck 
The sloping banks in sunny hours. 

And lazy kine the meadows fleck, 

Or browse amongst a wealth of flowers. 

Once more the nuts and berries weigh 
The branches downwards to the earth. 

And happy children at their play 
Make jubilant the fields with mirth. 

Once more our hearts are brimming o'er 
With sense of mercies still renewed ; 

We gather in the plenteous store 
With songs of praise and gratitude. 

23 
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LINES ON AUTUMN. 

Tis here again, the golden autumn ! 

There is music in its tread, — 
Music in the dry leaves falling 

Meekly o'er the garden-bed ; 

Music in the plaintive murmur 
Of the fitful wind which strays 

Through the long, stately avenues, 
And among the hedgerows plays. 

There is beauty in the sunset, 
Crimsoning the peaceful sky ; 

Gracefully the gilded fretwork 
Doth upon the hilltops lie. 

And how lovely is the vapour 
Spreading like a silvery pall 

Over every plain and meadow, 
When the evening shadows fall ! 

There's a grateful sense of resting 

In a waning autumn day. 
When the slowly deepening twilight 

Bears the life-sounds far away. 
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DAY OF REST. 

The holy Sabbath morning breaks with peaceful light, 
And brings a sense of rest to those by toil made weary ; 

To those whose hearts are wounded in the long, hard fight, 
The sweet calm of the Sabbath makes the way less dreary. 

I listen often to the solemn chiming bells 

Which bid each burdened heart to bring its load of sorrow 
To Him in whose kind breast all love and pity dwells. 

That He may give them strength enough to face the morrow. 

O lonely ones who wander far and wide, and pine 
For sympathy and help, and yet from God are hiding. 

Come, let your Saviour's voice so gentle and Divine 
Call you to Him, your griefs in Him confiding. 
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BY THE COUCH OF DEATH. 

O Saviour ! Thou who didst of yore 
The sleeping Lazarus restore, 
Nor didst Thy holy tears restrain 
When witnessing the sister's pain. 
Come unto us in this sad hour ! 
We mourn, O Jesus ! show Thy power ; 
Pour out Thy S)niij)athy Divine, 
And let Thy light within us shine. 
One whom we love is sleeping now, — 
The seal of death is on her brow ; 

23—2 
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Her eyes are closed on earthly care, — 
Her soul hath soared to regions fair. 
We may not stand in awed surprise 
And hear Thee bid her to arise, 
Yet by the eye of faith may we 
Behold her joyful entry 
Into the city of the Light 
Which never knoweth cloud of night. 
When Nature tempteth us to weep, 
And sorrow at our side doth keep, — 
When we our loss the most deplore, 
O, Lord, in love, our peace restore ! 



SUMMER RAINDROPS. 

Listen to the raindrops pattering on the ground, — 
Dripping from the tips of many shining leaves, — 

Falling on the languid flowers all around ; 

O the grateful fragrance a summer shower leaves ! 

Listen to the raindrops as thiey gaily glide 
In their tiny torrents swiftly on their way 

Down the rocky slopings of the mountain side 
To the brimming river and the purple bay. 

Listen to the raindrops falling gently down ; 

As in play they dimple o'er the stream ; 
On each blade of grass there shines ia crystal crown, 

And the wildwood tangle doth in sunlight gleam. 
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Listen to the raindrops singing as they fall 

Songs of cheer and promise to the thirsty earth, 

Till the dense proud forests, and earth's gardens all 
In their life renewed, join in the raindrop's mirth. 
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THE SUNBEAM AND THE MAIDEN. 

(A Sons.) 

A SUNBEAM crept through a jasmine bower 

And rested upon a maiden fair ; 
The starry petals in scented shower 

Fell lightly and nestled among her hair. 

She was lost in a reverie earnest and deep 

When the sunbeam found her that summer day; 

The maid was sighing, and sore did weep, 
But the kind ray kissed her tears away. 

" Come, gentle lady," the sunbeam said, 
" Wake up from thy dreary dreaming long ! 

Arise ! lift up thy star-crowned head. 
And tune thy cherry-hued lips to song ! " 

She blushed when she heard the sunbeam speak, 
And opened her blue eyes soft and clear, — 

And as she smiled, upon her cheek 
There fell another crystal tear. 

Her heart was full to the very brim 
With the pure delight of a new-born love ; 

And thus of her lover, and only him 
She dreamt while the sunbeam shone above. 
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COME. SUMMER DAYS, AGAIN. 

Hither come, O beauteous summer days, again ! 

Bring the laughing sunshine and the rich-hued flowers ; 
Waken all the music of the vales so sweet ; 

Drape with scented blossoms all our little bowers. 

Kiss the playful ripples on the water's breast ; 

Crown the towering hilltops with a purple bloom ; 
Wave thy magic wand abroad upon the earth ; 

Let thy peaceful sceptre banish all our gloom. 

Gladness comes with sunshine and the summer time, — 
Beautiful and pleasant are the days of spring. 

But the heart expandeth with a sense of joy 

When the ambient air doth summer's praises sing. 

Come back, come back, O lovely summer time ! 

Live in all thy glory round us everywhere ; 
Spread the earth with beauty, call us from the shades ; 

May we at thy bidding e'en forget our care ! 
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FOR THE CLOSING YEAR. 

With many a sigh and falling tear 
We sing the dirge of the dying year ; 
We watch with trembling round its bed 
With mournful heart and bowed head ; 



FIRESIDE LAYS. 359 



We think of the time now past and gone 

When the sun of hope so brightly shone 

And the shadows drifted far away 

In the beaming light of its youthful day. 

To-day we think of the deeds undone, — 

Of many a thing so well begun, 

And sadly and silently do we weep 

O'er good resolves all hushed to sleep ; 

The leaves so green in spring-tide's hour 

Are falling now in withered shower ; 

Softly and rapidly in the gloom 

They are raining down on the Old Year's tomb. 

The New Year comes with a cheery face 

Now the Old Year's dead, to take its place ; 

With gentle hand and loving mien 

It points to us hope's buds of green, 

And whis{>efs to us while we grieve 

Behind us every shade to leave ; 

" Rise up," says the New Year, " come with me, 

And let a better future be ; 

Be firm of purpose, strong of will. 

And every good resolve fulfil." 
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HASTE TO WELCOME CHRISTMAS! 

Haste to welcome Christmas with its smiling face ; 

Coming like a sunbeam when the winter's drear ! 
Chasing far the shadows from the darkest place 

Till the strains of gladness burst upon the ear. 
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Hang we now the holly, gay with berries red, 
And the shining laurel, sprinkled o'er with gold ; 

Bring the pearly mistletoe, lift it high overhead ; 
Laugh, O merry-hearted, 'neath it, as of old 1 

Come, friends, round the fire now, while the Yule log bums 
And our shadows lengthen on the wall the while ; 

Join in cheery chorus, telling tales by turns, 
While our glowing faces wear a loving smile. 

High above all others, let the blest word peace 
Evermore be heard as it descends from heaven ; 

Tis a holy season, — bid all discord cease ! 

May goodwill to man this glorious day be given ! 

Hear the church-bells ringing, filling all the air ! 

Let the mournful-hearted listen to the strain ! 
Jesus gives to them of this great feast a share ; 

May a quiet gladness shine on them again. 



TO MY DEAR MOTHER. 

When love unites us heart to heart. 

Though far asunder we may bide. 
No distance can our spirits part ; 

They dwell for ever side by side. 
No wonder, then, that oft so near 

Thy spirit feels my own to be ; 
For who, sweet mother, who so dear 

As thou art evermore to me ? 
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When summer skies are clouded o'er 

And hope is drifting far away, 
I long to be a child once more 

With thee to watch me while I play. 
When flowers bloom about my feet 

And brighter days upon me shine, 
Then hasting with my treasures sweet 

I fondly lay them at thy shrine. 



AGE AND YOUTH. 

If I should live till falls the snow 

Upon my locks so brown to-day, 
And feebler still mv steps should grow, 

As sunset shadows cross my way, 

Will my heart then feel grave and old 

And shrink from all things young and bright, 

And like a breath of icy cold 

The soft and tender spring-buds blight ? 

Will childhood's mirth distress my ears, — 
Its laughter goad my soul to pain ? 

Not so, I pray, may weight of years 
Show I have lived through youth in vain^ 

But may the glowing tints of eve 
Be married to life's morning hours ; 

And may the summer with me leave 
For aye the perfume of its flowers. 
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For in that glorious land afar 

Towards which we travel day by day, 

The blight of age will never mar, — 
There youth will know no sad decay. 



THE CAROL SINGERS. 

The moon o'er the city was keeping 
Her watch in the dead of the night, 

And there mixed with the dreams of men sleeping 
A sound as of melody light. 

And what had the deep silence broken 

While echo repeated it still ? 
The message by angels once spoken 

Was wafted o'er valley and hill. 

To-day as of yore they are singing 
" O welcome with us the glad morn ! 

Great tidings of joy we are bringing ! 
Rejoice, for Messiah is born ! " 

Peace, peace ! chime the bells in the steeple, — 

" To you a blest Saviour is near ! 
Goodwill to all nations, all people ! " 

O list, and rejoice when ye hear ! 

Awaken then, earth, 0*om thy slumbers ! 

Receive the blest message of peace. 
And hasten to join the glad numbers 

Ere the voice of the singers shall cease. 
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THE BLESSED SABBATH. 

O SACRED Sabbath ! let thy holy peace 
Fall on my heart with sense of heavenly rest ! 

At thy kind bidding may all tumult cease, 
And only love and peace reign in my breast ! 

And let me use thy precious hours now 

As though they were for me alone designed ; 

Come thou, and lift earth's cares from off my brow, 
And I in thee shall ease and comfort find. 



SMILING FACES. 

Smiling faces ! how they cheer us ! 

They are like the sunshine bright 
Shedding round us while they near us 

Gem-like rays of golden light ; 
When our hearts with care are weary 

Do they not to comfort seek, 
Helping us like voices cheery, 

Though we cannot hear them speak ? 

Smiling faces ! may they ever 

Pierce the storm-clouds of life's hours, 
Bringing with them brighter weather 

Perfumed as with June's sweet flowers. 
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Little suns are smiling faces ; 

And we each should do our part, 
Bearing light to darksome places, — 

Cheering men when sad at heart. 



HOME AT LAST! 

'TwAS a toilsome journey home, 
But she has reached the city blest ; 

She was faint and travel-sore. 
But has found the longed-for rest. 

How many a loving face 

Gathered round the gate of gold, 
To bid her welcome sweet 

And in fond embrace to hold. 

She forgot the pain and care 
And the way so steep and long 

With its storms and griefs and fears. 
As she joined the angels' song. 

Weary years upon the way, 
Pilgrims passed her feet before. 

But she has met with them at last 
Where fond friends will part no more. 

In the glad and endless noon 
And the balmy breath of heaven, 

From her face old age has fled 
And eternal youth is given. 
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DAISY-TIME. 

O WELCOME the time of the daisies, 
The cowslips and buttercups sweet ! 

The young leaves are clothing the hedges ; 
Then dance in your glee, little feet ! 

And ever may daisies returning 
To gladden the earth for awhile 

Find joy in your dear little faces, — 
And light in each innocent smile ! 



TRUST IN THE LORD. 

O FOR faith to leave the future 
In the hands of Him I love, 

For I know He never tiring 
Watcheth o'er me from above. 

When my heart with fear is heavy, 
'Tis because I strive to bear 

More by far than I am able 
Of the untried morrow's share. 

O my heart, how weak and feeble 
Is the strength that thou canst boast 

Distant clouds still find thee tearful ; 
Little is thy strength at most. 
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Wait in patience, ever trusting 
In the Friend who cannot fail ; 

Doubt not in the time of trial 
With His help thou wilt prevail 

All thy fretting now is useless, — 
None his future here may see ; 

None can pierce the hazy cloudland 
Veiling his own destiny. 



POLISH. 

Don't shrink from the missiles Society throws, — 

They are not intended for ill-natiu'ed blows ; 

We're full of sharp angles which we have not found, — 

Society's duty's to rub them all round ; 

We're better and stronger for all that we meet. 

Though truly the draughts are more bitter than sweet ; 

We go from our homes, where we've sparkled and pleased, 

To tfie strange, heartless world to be laughed at and teased ; 

We are much better men and women to-day 

That we have found life rather more than child's play ; 

As the dust of one jewel doth polish another. 

So the minds of all men must brighten each other ; 

Society's friendship is hard to attain, — 

'Tis the prize for sharp struggle and hardship and pain ; 

But the hand that is slowest the clasp to extend 

Oft is warmest, and faithful and true to the end. 



FIRESIDE LAYS. 367 



TRANSPLANTED. 

'Tis night to us, for our cherished flower 

Has folded the petals sweet ; 
They will open in the dawn's bright hour 

And eternal morning greet. 
To us, as we stand around her tomb, 

Hearts full of longings vain, 
A glad hope comes to cheer our gloom. 

That we shall meet again. 
We had watched her fading day by day 

And drooping in our sight, 
But the angels bore her far away 

To their land surpassing bright 
I think that she would say to us 

Could she behold our tears, — 
" Beloved, wherefore weep ye thus ? 

O banish all your fears ! 
I would that you could see me now. 

So happy ! and so glad ! 
There'd be no grief-cloud on your brdw. 

Nor would your hearts be sad. 
The world was full of beauty rare, — 

My young heart loved it well ; 
But this is bright beyond compare, — 

Its joy no tongue can tell ! 
So full of flowers and rich perfume, — 

Of active, happy life, — 
No spmbre scene, no chilling gloom, — 

Np sound of bitter strife." 
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INNOCENT LAUGHTER. 

O LAUGHTER, thou language of innocent mirth, 
Thou art as the music of light hearts on earth ! 
Thy voice is ne'er heard in the night of our sorrow ; 
But thou comest again in the glad-dawning morrow ; 
Like rays of bright light thou dost glide here and there ; 
There is naught here below that with thee can compare. 
Ring out, merry laughter, and bring rest again 
To souls that are burdened with sorrow and pain \ 



ON THE OCCASION OF THE MARRIAGE 

OF 

H.R.H.'THE DUKE OF EDINBURGH, 

January 22nd, 1 874. 

Welcome to our Sailor Prince, 

Son of Britain's Queen most dear ; 
Welcome to his lovely bride ; 

Greetings fervent and sincere ! 
Ring aloud the merry bells ! 

Breezes waft the joy-sounds sweet; 
Let their coming home be glad ; 

Spread the flowers 'neath their feet ! 
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Hoist the banners ! let them wave 1 

Hark, the booming cannon roar ! 
England opens wide her arms 

like a mother, from the shore, 
Breathing welcomes pure and warm, — 

And choice blessings prays of heaven, 
As she tender presses one 

To her heart so lately given. 
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THE ROBIN'S CALL. 

On a bright and lovely morning 

In the early days of spring, 
I heard a little robin 

Lift up his voice and sing. 

He looked so very happy 
Perched on a trembling spray. 

And as I listened to him 
I thought I heard him say, 

" O come back, little birdies. 
For the winter days are o'er ; 

The bluebells and the daisies 
In beauty bloom once more. 

** The soft grass clothes the meadows, — 
Bright verdure decks the trees. 

And the laughter of the children 
Is borne upon the breeze. 

24 
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^ But the parks and woods are silent- 
Your voices sweet we lack ; 

Tlieii come, dear little birdies," 
Sang Robin, ^ pray come back ! " 



GOING HOME. 

I WOULD go home like a happy child 
Longing to see its Father's face, 

To hear His accents soft and mild 
And feel His fervent, fond embrace. 

I would quit the brightest pathways here. 
Though they have made my heart rejoice ; 

I would leave them e'en without a tear, 
Soon as I hear my Father's voice. 

Are not life's brightest joys below, 
Its music sweet, which breathes of love. 

And all the dear delights we know 
Faint pictures of the bliss above ? 

Why should deep grief distress the mind 
AVhen we are summoned hence away 

To leave earth's troubles far behind 
And enter on eternal day ? 

Why not, like tired children, take 
The treasure of the field with us, 

Into exultant measure break 
And near our home celestial thus ? 
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Our Father does not bid us leave 

One joy His loving smile hath blest, 
But carry home the golden sheave, 

And then from toil and sorrow rest 

O Heaven ! no mortal tongue can tell, 

Nor fond imaginings portray 
The full content of those who dwell 

Within Thy bright meridian ray ! 

Yet may we from the scenes below 

The vastness of Thy glory see. 
Since all the splendours earth can know 

Are dim reflections, Heaven, from Thee ! 
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O COME WITH ME! 

COME with me to the broad hill-side 
Where fern and heath are waving wide, 
And list to the music sweet and low 
Which from the throats of song-birds flow. 
And where the brooklet^s crystal spray 
Doth glitter in the sunbeams' ray. 
'Tis grand to breathe the perfumed air 
Which rises like the morning's prayer ; 
When opening flowers with fragrance sweet, 
And merry look the warm sun greet ; 
To watch the soft and misty pall 
Which night-time spreadeth over all 
Rise from the distant mountain crest 
And peaceful vale and river's breast 

24 — 2 
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THE LIGHT OF THE WORLD. 

O Thou who art the only source of light, — 
From whom all knowledge and all life proceed. 

Guide thou the intellect of man aright, 
That nearer still to Thee all thought may lead. 

Let not the being Thou hast deigned to bless, 
And more than all Thy works delighted in, 

Endowed with reason and self-consciousness. 
Use these Thy gifts yet doubt their origin. 

Forbid that in the maze of sciences profound 
And widening fields of high philosophy, 

Man's finite reason may o'erreach the bound 
Of truth, whose life and centre are alone in Thee ! 



THE INGATHERING. 

Give out, O Earth, thy deep thanksgiving song, 
And in thy joyousness the strain prolong ! 
The brilliant sun now gleameth o'er the land. 
Where reapers light of heart and swift of hand 
Cut down and tie the golden corn in sheaves, 
And o'er the harvest-field the clusters leave. 
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Man, midst thy labour loud the song upraise, 
And for God's bounteous gifts accord thy praise ! 
Vain were thy toil and all thy boasted skill 
If by thy Father all unnoticed still ; 
Twas in His love He sent the summer rain 
And scattered plenty o'er the earth again. 
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VOICES OF THE PAST. 

(Sei to Music by Wm, Smalhvood,) 

In my dreams I hear them still — 
Voices of the loved and dear, 

Like a songbird's joyous trill 
Falling softly on mine ear 

Like sweet music gently falling, 
Sunny memories recalling. 

O that I could ever sleep 
Listening to their melody ! 

Waking, in my grief I weep 
That they are no more with me. 

Coming only in my slumbers 

Like a song in measured numbers. 

Visions bright of happy days 
Rise before my mental sight 

'Neath the magic of the lays, 

Mingling with my dreams at night 

Like sweet music gently falling, 
Sunny memories recalling. 
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' GOD'S LABOURERS. 

There is no work that I can do ! 

O say not so, sad heart ! 
The labourers still are very few ; 

We each must bear a part. 

We may not all be where the sun 
Gleams bright about the feet, 

Nor where the brooklets smoothly run 
Through pastures green and sweet ; 

And if our sphere of work doth lie 

Within the sombre shade 
Far from the reach of human eye, 

We need not be afraid ; 

For He our Maker never sleeps ; 

Our Father and our I^ord 
A record of our deeds doth keep, 

Nor will withhold reward. 

The feeblest whisper reaches Him, — 

The chirrup of the bird 
As well as earth's great matin hymn 

By Him is surely heard. 

Can He who placed the violet there 
Beneath the hedgerows green 

Quite hidden from the noontide glare, 
Yet made it to be seen, 
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Forget the children of His love, 
The humble and the meek ? 

No ; daily from His throne above 
Doth He to comfort speak. 
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HAIL, MERRY CHRISTMAS! 

Hail, merry Christmas, welcome here ! 
Bring beams of joy each heart to cheer ; 
Let all ill at thy coming flee. 
And fill our hearts with love and glee ! 
Come, grace the feast in cot and hall, 
And be the honoured guest of all. 
In song or dance thyself reveal. 
And may we all thy presence feel ! 
Speak to the hoary-headed sire 
And grand-dame seated by the fire ; 
And as they gaze, deep wrapped in thought, 
Be tender memories to them brought ; 
Bring near the hands to clasp again 
Which parted once in bitter pain ; 
Cause hearts that love, though held aloof. 
To meet with blessing 'neath one roof; 
And, Christmas, may thy advent be 
A herald of blest charity ! 
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* LOVE NEVER DIES. 

Time, partings, and life's changes oft 
Will weed the circle of our friends, 

The ready smile, words low and soft, — 
The praise that with our sunshine blends ; 

But where the heart is found sincere. 

Love lives, though all things else may die. 

In joy or sorrow, triumph, fear. 
Love gives us truest sympathy. 
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CHILDREN'S PRAYER-TIME. 

Angels in bands like a flood of soft light 
Gather at e'entide around by each bed. 

Keeping their love-watch all through the dark night 
Lest near the sleepers fell danger should tread. 

What brings the angels from regions of joy ? 

Voices of little ones earnest in prayer \ 
Jesus accords them the blessed employ 

To watch o'er His lambs with peculiar care. 

Down from His glorious kingdom of light 
Jesus is bending, well pleased to behold 

Numberless little forms clothed in white. 
Seeking for shelter and love in His fold. 
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MY HEAVENLY HOME.* 

HOME of blessbd mansions bright, 
Through all the long night's weary hours 

1 watch for dawn's returning light, 

To see thy golden towers ! 

I listen in the silence drear 
For sound of holy angels' feet, 

And music of their voices clear 
Singing a welcome sweet. 
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AT EVENTIDE. 

Sister dear, the setting sun bedecks with gold the western sky. 
And the dells far off and nearer bathed in ruddy shadow lie. 
Peace is written on the meadows where the cattle lie at rest. 
And where silvery clouds are hanging o'er the stately mountain's 

crest ; 
There upon each little flower, languid, drooping on its stem. 
Nature for her mother night-kiss leaves a tiny crystal gem ; 
When the morning sun shall call them to enjoy its glowing 

light, 
They will wake and haste to greet him with their faces gay and 

bright. 
Listen to the growing silence, like a solemn evening prayer, 
Rising from the earth's high altar, asking for our Father's care. 



378 FIRESIDE LAYS. 



See the com in graceful wavelets moves as with a rhythm sweet, 
And the murmuring, winding river sings its night-song at our 

feet. 
Sister, will our evening hours stealing on us at life's close 
Find us as we ftnd this e'entide, full of undisturbed repose ? 
Shall we pass the brief, dark night-time, wearing on our brow 

the kiss 
Which in love the Saviour giveth to the children of His bliss ? 
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HAPPY CHILDHOOD. 

O LITTLE one, bright is thy life's morning light ! 

Rejoice to the full, for the noontide is sweet, 
And all things around thee are fairest and bright 

While wreaths of hope's blossoms lie under thy feet 

O pass not too eagerly by them to-day ! 

Linger, young heart, in thine innocent glee. 
For bright is the sunlight that gleams o'er thy way, 

And glad is the song the earth singeth for thee ! 

O what can it matter to thee that the sky 

May some day be clouded which now is so fair ? 

Enjoy thou the present, — its moment^ swift fly, 

And will bring all too soon to thee sorrow and care. 

Then gather in gladness the beautiful flowers ; 

Twine them in garlands about thy dear head, 
Bedecked with the jewels which fall in bright showers 

Like tears of deep love by a fond mother shed. 
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O reach not thy hand in thy haste, little one, 
For a treasure which gleams in the distance afar, 

For fear that a shadow may darken thy sun, 
And a slip, bringing pain, all thy future may mar. 

Come, now, with thy heart brimming over with love, 
With thy dimpled hands full of rich treasure, to Him 

\^Tio watches o'er thee from the mansions above. 
And sing at His footstool thy thanksgiving hjnnn. 

And forget not, O never forget, happy heart. 
That Jesus is with thee by night and by day ; 

In all that concerns thee He taketh a part ; 
He lovingly guards thee at work and at play. 
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HOME. 

O HEART, enjoy the pleasant sound 
The one word Home can bring ; 

What wealth of love is in it found, — 
What memories round it cling ! 

All else to us is strange and drear, — 

Devoid of peaceful rest ; 
But Home is joy surpassing dear, — 

The spot we love the best ! 
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THE SNOWDROP. 

See, the little snowdrop lifts its modest head, 
Looking shy and lowly on the garden bed ; 

But no rose of summer can more welcome be 
Than this gentle herald of the spring to me ; 

Tis the keynote sounding for the joyful strain, 
Breaking winter's rest when verdure peeps again. 



KIND WORDS, KIND DEEDS. 

We may not have much gold to spare, — 
We may be poorer than our brother. 

Yet very rich in gifts most rare, 
And real helpers of each other. 

The gentle word and loving smile. 
The tender hand, the true, warm heart, — 

How much of sorrow may beguile, 
And strength to flickering hope impart 

Mourn not because thy gifts are small, — 
Their worth by thee cannot be told ; 

The words which from thy lips may fall 
May be more precious far than gold. 
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MY NAME. 

Not only on the page outspread before me, 

But on thy heart, dear friend, my name Pd trace, — 

Where Time, old Time, quick-winged, grim, and hoary, 
May nevermore the characters erase. 

There let it live remembered still by thee. 
And in thy tender love-thought nurse it yet ; 

Though changing scenes may sever you and me, 
I would not that thou should'st my name forget. 
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THE CHILD'S GAY HEART. 

O HEART, that in thy joy and brightness 
Dost lure from sadness into mirth. 

And eye, that sparkles now with brightness 
As though there were no tears on earth. 

Be glad, laugh on, — enjoy thy playing 
While warm and bright the noontide gleams ; 

E'er long towards thee will shades be straying, 
And thou wilt have less happy dreams. 
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THE MESSENGER FLOWER. 

Come, little floweret, thee will I send 
Charged with a message of love to my friend \ 
Meet thou her glance with that blue eye of thine, 
Filled with the tears that have fallen from mine. 
Lay thy head tenderly down on her breast j 
Urge her to set my sad fearings to rest ; 
Say (though thy voice may be feeble and low). 
Think of thy friend of the days long ago ! 
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KING CHRISTMAS. 

King Christmas is here ! Let us hasten to greet 
And usher him in with our carollings sweet ! 
Well ring out the bells in his honour to-day, 
And chase from its hiding grim sorrow away. 

We'll spread a rich banquet in cottage and hall, 
And Christmas shall enter and feast with us all, — 
The guest of the people, the high and the low, 
Taking blessings and sunbeams where'er he doth go. 

His throne we will deck with the green holly bough. 
And a chaplet of laurels will weave for his brow ; 
We'll make him kind speeches and drink to his health, 
And wish for him long life and peace and great wealth. 
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And he will respond in a right hearty vein, 
Till sounds of high mirth shall be rampant again ; 
With smiles on the lip and love in the eye, 
How brightly, how lightly, the hours will go by ! 

Though he for a season will from us depart, 

May the message he brings us abide in each heart 

May the goodwill of heaven, its tidings of peace, 

Still sound through the world till all discord shall cease. 



LEAVING SCHOOL. 

In coming through the village street 

I heard a merry noise. 
And not long after did I meet 

A troop of girls and boys ; 
They were from school but just set free. 

That lovely warm June day ; 
With faces bright, and smiles and glee 

They homeward bent their way. 
All singing as they went along 

As though with one glad voice 
The burden of a homely song 

Which made my heart rejoice. 
With satchels and with slates they came, 

Forgetting task and tears. 
And sums and rules of cruel fame, 

And all their school-time fears. 
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The discipline of school was o'er, 

The weary lessons done, 
And as they bounded home once more 

Light-hearted, full of fun, 
The very day seemed brighter still 

As they sang in the lane, 
And their voices floating o'er the hill 

Came echoing back again. 
We too are children, thus I thought, 

And we are still at school. 
And daily we are each one taught 

Some more advancM rule. 
Life's lessons are so hard to learn ! 

We bow our heads in grief, 
And for the loosing time we yearn 

To bring our souls relief. 
O when it comes, and come it will, 

Glad may we homeward bound. 
Singing, till Zion's lovely hill 

Shall with our songs resound ! 
Tis meet that children should rejoice 

When schooldays are no more. 
So we with gladsome heart and voice 

Should reach the other shore. 



THE COMING YEAR. 

The young year cometh with fairy-like tread, 

A crown of snowdrops about its head ; 

Earth will be spreading a carpet of green 

For her guest, robed in garments of crystal sheen. 
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The limpid streams are hushed and still, 
But we hear the robin's cheery trill 
From the holly hedge, in the twilight dim. 
As he sings a coronation hymn. 

We will join the song the robin sings. 
For the King to each some present brings ; 
Forgetting the pain of the former reign, 
Our heart with hope will revive again. 
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''NOW BABY'S GONE AWAY." 

Mamma, IVe brought some pretty flowers 

To lay on baby's breast ; 
IVe lilies, daisies, crowfoots, too, — 

I thought she'd love them best. 

For when kind nurse has taken us 
To the meadows where they grow. 

Dear baby, when IVe culled her some. 
Was sure to laugh and crow. 

» 
And this bouquet may baby take 

To little brother Fred ? 
I'm sure he'd like to have a flower 
Although he now is dead. 

25 
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I wish to send my love to him 
If a letter you will write, 

So that the angels up in heaven 
May be sure to give it right. 

Now baby is an angel bright 
Why do you look so sad ? 

Are not the angels happy, Ma — 
And should we not be glad ? 

And while she's little, Jesus will 
Delight to see her play 

Surrounded by the lovely flowers 
Which never fade away. 

And I think till she can walk alone 
He'll let Fred hold her hand. 

And show her all the glorious things 
In Zion's happy land. 

when I say my prayers at night 
And tightly close my eyes, 

1 shall think of two sweet angels now 
Above the starry skies ! 

So, dear mamma, don't cry again, 

For baby is at rest, — 
You tell me neither grief nor pain 

Can reach the country blest. 

You've told me often, " God is Love " 
Don't you think He is to-day. 

That thus you grieve so very much 
Now baby's gone away ? 
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THE NEW YEAR HAS COME. 

The New Year has come in its snowy dress, 

All smiling and glad as the July sun, 
And bringing good tidings our homes to bless- 
Of hope and rejoicing to every one. 

With face so fair 

Devoid of care, 

With step so light 

And eyes so bright ; 
No fuirows of grief upon its brow, 

Nor tears to stain its blooming cheek ; 
The sound of its voice is soft and low, — 
It is joy to all who hear it speak. 

O sweet New Year, 

O glad New Year, 

We welcome thee 

Right heartily ! 
And where men's hearts in mournful mood 
Are dwelling now in solitude. 
Come with thy love-illumined face 
And fill with light of hope each place ; 
To those who, choosing pleasure's way. 
From virtue's pathway led astray, — 
O speak to them in kindly voice 
And bid them make the better choice ; 
Now gently wipe away the tears 
We shed in memory of the years 
Which opened to us bright and gay 
As thou, New Year, hast done to-day. 

25—2 
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THE LITTLE EAVES-DROPPER. 

To-day our Allie looks very shy, 

And she blushes rosy red ; 
I know the reason, for I was by 

And I heard what Gilbert said. 
They didn't see m^y but I saw t/iem 

In the old mill lane last night, 
When the evening star like a liquid gem 

In the sky was gleaming bright 

O dear ! whatever would Allie say 

If she knew that I was by 
When she gave her loving heart away 

With the soft tears in her eye ! 
It must be sweet to be called " my love " — 

I thought it must be last night 
When Gilbert appealed to the stars above 

To vouch for his honour bright 

Tis true they call me " iiUie KaU "— 

And I am not big^ I know ; 
But I hope I shan't have long to wait 

Now until I get a beau ; 
And when IVe a lover of my own 

And he whispers things to me, 
That he says them when we're quite alone 

O how careful I will be ! 
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A PRAYER. 

O MAY no moment ever come, 

Though troubles sore distress, 
When we shall from Thee, Jesus, roam 

Because we love Thee less ! 
But, Saviour, help us with Thy might. 

That when the storm is high 
Our light through all may yet bum bright. 

Our hearts on Thee rely. 



THE OLD YEAR'S KNELL. 

Dong ! dong ! goes the passing bell, 

Tolling the old year's solemn knell ! 

Dong ! dong ! O it brings us pain ! 

Tears fall fast like winter rain ; 

Listen ! Dong ! It toUeth now ! 

Grief hangeth heavy on many a brow ! 

Dong ! dong ! Ah, it is almost o'er — 

The old year we shall see no more ! 
With soft, tender hands we will lay it away 
Where the breath of our memory o'er it can play. 
Bright flowers we plant in our love o'er its tomb. 
And hope that in fragrance and beauty they'll bloom, 
Reminding us still of the loved and the dear. 
Whose voice in good counsel e'en yet we may hear. 
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BORN ON THE FIRST OF JANUARY. 

Welcome, dear little one, born with the year 1 
Snow lieth thick and the streamlets are still ; 

No sound of music doth welcome thee, love — 
Naught save the robin's melodious trill. 

List as he sings thee a sweet serenade, 

Perched on the window-sill, swelling his breast. 

Wishing thee heartily, dear little maid, 
All that can make thy life happy and blest 

Lest you should think the world barren and cold. 
Sings he of summer hid under the snow ; 

Soon will the broad lands be sprinkled with gold — 
Soon will the rivers be heard as they flow. 

O may thy life open out as the year. 

Budding and blossoming, knowing no blight — 

Growing each day to our fond hearts more dear ; 
Be thy heart pure as the snow flakes so white ! 
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SEED TIME. 

Dear children, ye who love the flowers 
Which make the summer air so sweet. 

Their scent more fragrant for the showers 
Of rain which on their petals beat, — 
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Each little word and thought and deed, 
That fills the measure of our day 

Doth leave behind it living seed 
Of good or ill on life's highway. 

And by-and-by, maybe- through tears, 
We each shall look at what we've sown, 

And mourn in vain the wasted years 

Wherein we nought but weeds have grown. 

If we would have a garden fair 

Where all the choicest flowers grow, 

O should we not in humble prayer 
Be ever watchful what we sow ? 

The hand that scatters here will reap 

The harvest in eternity ; 
O may we never mourn and weep 

O'er wasted opportunity ! 



AT THE GATES OF THE CITY. 

O CHANGE most wonderful ! O portal dread ! 

The longed-for summit of life's toilsome hill ! 
How fearsomely the last few steps we tread, 

While with great awe our fluttering bosoms fill ! 

Tell me, my heart, O tell me — is this fear. 

Or overwhelming sense of life beyond the sun ? 

Why should we shrink when heavenly bliss is near 
As though we grieved to think our course was run ? 
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DRAW ALL MEN UNTO THEE. 

Great Source of all goodness and Spirit of Love, 

Who art all in Thyself Thou wouldst have us to be, 
Attract us from earth to that pure life above 

Which findeth its root and its glory in Thee ; 
O teach us to know that to wander away 

Bringeth anguish to us, while it grieveth Thy heart ; 
Thou Fountain of Truth, O be with us alway ! 

To us of Thyself perfect knowledge impart ! 
And show us, our Maker, that nothing but good 

Is decreed to us here of Thy bountiful grace ; 
All tenderness breathes of Thy great Fatherhood, 

And nothing but love in Thy breast finds a place. 
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THE BURDENS OF THE HEART, 

Ah, me ! what pain the heart can bear — 
What weight of trouble and of care, 
When joy and hope alike forsake. 
And yet it will not, cannot break ! 
What torturing anguish fills the cup 
And the relieving tears dries up. 
When days are dark and nights more drear, 
Nor gleam of light the soul doth cheer ! 
O break, glad morning, to our sight ! 
Dispel these grim black clouds of night ! 
Let the blest sun of hope arise 
And lift the gloom from off our eyes. 
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LET THE ECHOES BE SWEET, 

O LET the echoes all be sweet 

Which strike upon the rocks of time ! 

The music of thy heart should greet 
Some other heart with answering chime. 

O let the echoes round thee play 
Melodious as the song of birds ! 

So happy in the summer day, 
Their joy is uttered not in words. 

O sing aloud ! perchance some heart 
Is fainting on life's mountain side ; 

Thy gladsome lay may strength impart, 
And on the tired pilgrim guide. 



THE SUNNY PAST. 

Are the sweet days all forgotten, 

Vanished like a dream away, 
When thy friendship pure and tender 

Brightened as a sun life's day ? 
Can the eyes which once looked kindly 

Into mine be dim and cold ? 
Can the voice so deep and loving 

Never more be as of old ? 
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Purer music than the harp string 

Giveth to the summer air 
Sang my heart when thou wert with me, 

Stranger to the thought of care; 
Sad and mournful is the cadence 

Of the song I sing to-day, 
Calling back for one brief moment 

Happy seasons passed away. 
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HUNTING SONG. 

Huntsmen o'er the field have sped ; 
Loud and clear the horn resounds ; 
Reynard to the wood hath fled, 
Closely followed by the hounds. 
Over brook and fence and gate 
Leap the horses one and all ; 
Sportsmen with the chase elate 
Follow each the sounding call. 

Squires in scarlet coats or green 
Mounted each on favourite steed 

Foremost in the hunt are seen, 
Riding over park or mead. 

Over brook, &c. 

Ladies fair and lovers gay 
Give the cunning fox the slip, 

For they linger by the way. 
Hunting love upon the lip. 

Over brook, &c. 
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Aged sires the sport pursuing 
Leave the young ones far behind ; 

They poor Reynard's path eschewing 
Foxes for themselves would find. 

Over brook, &c. 

Why is Lady Flora wearing 

Roses in her habit breast ? 
Knows she not young Rupert's nearing, 

And he loves those flowers best ? 

Over brook, &c. 

Maiden fair, with cheeks aglowing, 
Homeward speeding from the chase, 

Cupid loud his horn is blowing, — 
Happy smiles enwreath thy face. 

Over brook, &c. 
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FALLEN ASLEEP. 



Death ? No, 'tis life ! O why then should we weep ? 
Why ijiourn when a weary one falleth asleep ? 
Sleep that shall vanquish the sorrows of earth 
And give to the spirit a heavenly birth. 

Tears have no part in that land far away ; 
Joy of the summer is feeble, they say. 
Compared with the charms of the kingdom blest, 
Which dreameth not even of earthly unrest. 

Death ! Ah ! how we grieve in our blindness now 
When the fettered spirit with joy-lit brow. 
As the butterfly breaks from its chrysalis here, 
Mounts, bondless, exultant, to yonder sphere. 
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BlessM Jerusalem, land of glad song, 
Where Jesus* children the chorus prolong, 
Let the bright sunbeams that stream o'er the hill 
With their blest radiance our mournful eyes fill ! 



WINTER IS OVER. 

Winter is over, the dark days have fled ; 
Earth that was barren with verdure is spread ; 
Hope is reviving the heart of the trees ; 
Countless young leaves soon will wave in the breeze. 

Winter is over. Ah, did we e'er fear 
Nature would always be chilly and drear, — 
Trees always leafless, — no song-birds nor flowers 
Ever more gladden this pathway of ours? 

Winter is over. The sunbeams are bright ; 
Noon is a time of unbroken delight ; 
Has something come that we ne'er hoped to see, 
Making our hearts to brim over with glee ? 

Father, our Father ! so surely as spring 
New life to earth doth unfailingly bring. 
When by dark seasons of trouble opprest. 
In Thee, the spring of our spirits, we rest. 

Shall we not trust, though the winter is long? 
Listen we vainly for springtime's glad song ? 
Flowers will bloom in their beauty again 
When winter's over, man's dark days of pain. 



FIRESIDE LAYS. 397 



THY WILL BE DONE. 

» 

Thy will be done ! yes, day by day 
Teach me in faith this prayer to say ! 
Bring Thou my heart unmurmuring still 
To learn and love Thy holy will 

Thy will be done ! not yet, I fear, 
Can my heart breathe the prayer so dear ; 
When victory over self is won, 
Then shall I say Thy will be done ! 

The tumult of my heart is great ! 
Jesus, for Thy sweet peace I wait, 
And long to see the blessed mom 
When in my breast Thy will is bom ! 
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IDA TO HER LINNET. 

" Little birdie, you're not pretty \ 
Linnets never are, you know ; 
Oft I think it is a pity. 
For your song doth sweetly flow. 

" If I had some red and yellow, 

And some white and blue and green, 
I'd make you the smartest Fellow 
That the world has ever seen ! 
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" You are like that dingy sparrow 
Picking crumbs upon the wall, 
But your back is long and narrow, 
And his beak is rather small. 

** There's my goldfinch — he is pretty ! 
Even you will own that too ; 
Don't you think it is a pity 
. You have such a sombre hue ? " 

" Little lady, I have never 

Seen myself," the bird replied ; 

" Many lovely birds and clever 
I have from my cage espied ; 

" But the thought has never struck me 
I myself am very plain ; 
Pray believe I'm very sorry 
If my plainness gives you pain. 

" Happy in my humble measure. 
With my lot in life content, 
I have had my meed of pleasure. 
Knowing nothing to lament. 

" Many passers-by have listened 
To the songs I sang to-day, 
And some eyes have brighter glistened 
As they turned from me away. 

" In a land beyond the ocean 

Birds of gorgeous plumage live ; 
Theirs is but a life of motion ; 
They have nothing they can give. 
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" I would sooner, little lady, 
Bear my very humble part, 
Looking only grim and homely, 
If my song but cheer some heart." 

" Oh ! forgive me, dearest linnet ! 
I will not transgress again ! 
Could I change your dress this minute, 
I would rather have you plain ! " 



BUTTERFLIES. 

Butterflies are coming, 
Fragile, happy things ! 

Butterflies are coming ; 
Fleet their gorgeous wings ! 

Soon to sip the nectar 
From each dainty cup, — 

Peeping into bright eyes 
Fondly looking up. 

Bom for warmth and sunshine. 
Clad with summer grace. 

Never seen where si adow 
Veileth Nature's face. 
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AT SUNSET. 

I AM thinking, I am thinking 
As I watch the sunset glow, 

Of my merry golden childhood, 
And it seems not long ago. 

Floating towards me come the voices 

Of the little ones at play. 
And they wile me into thinking 

I am still a girl, and gay. 

They are playing, all unheeding 
That the night is creeping on, 

x\nd that longer grow the shadows. 
As I did in days agone. 

Turning from the sunset glory, 
Always dear to mortal eyes, 

I am waiting for the dawning. 
Wondrous fair, in other skies. 
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